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PREFACE. 


Bi Is Now near three years fince tl 


he Play, which 
the following fheets prefent to the Public, was 


Treprefented at the Theatre Royal Drury-Lane. 
The fate which it underwent, and the decif 


ecivo0n 
of the audience, are well known. Notwith- 
{ftanding 


S44 ; et 
g that decifion, the Editor has at length, 


agreeably to his promife, made at the time of 
that reprefentation, again laid it before the public, 
vhich if it expofes it to the tet of a more accu- 
fate criticifm, will give it the opportunity of a 


more unbiaffled and temperate examination. 


al 


They, who are at all converfant. with dramatic 


now that the opinion of large 


affemblies, promifcuoufly compoted of all ord 


ers 
and claffes, muft depend on a variety of circum- 


i. ~ rad 
itances, local, temporary ; 


concerns, 6 oe as 


and accidental. 


Where no ftronger or worfe motives interfere, 


fafhion and Caprice too often give the direction ; 
bu 


t ipleen and intereft' are made more powe oa 
agents ; and by their induftry anda Ctivity, even 


the mafter puppet, bé he in fock or bufkin, may 


the public may be too eafily and 


A 2 unwarily 
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iV PREFACE. 


unwarily led by premature and precipitate con- 
clufions. 


No man who recolleéts what was faid and written 
in the public prints concerning this piece, on the 
eve of its reprefentation, and the ludicrous man- 
ner in which the principal character was fuftained, 
can deny, that the Editor has a right to complain 
of the moft illiberal and injurious treatment. 


Every undue ftratagem, and every mean and 
petty artifice, was reforted to within doors and 
without, to prejudice the public mind; and one 
more deeply interefted than had then, or has yet 
appeared, though a profeffed trader on the fub- 
ject of Shakefpeare, on the day before the repre- 
fentation, under the title of ‘* An Enquiry into 
«¢ the Authenticity of certain mifcellaneous Pa- 
“< pers, &c. &c.” with this view, and the further 
expetation of helping off a few copies, fent into 
the world a volume long before promifed, and 


long fince forgotten. 


This mafs of dulnefs and felf-conceit, confifting 
of about 430 pages, eftablithed nothing ; and was 
built on principles (if it is not an abufe to apply 
to fuch trafh a term fo refpectable) that could not 
poffibly eftablifh any thing. In every one of the 
inftances which, with fuch a weak and over- 
weening confidence, he fo very idly brought for- 
ward, he has been expofed ; and in fome of them 
hash 


a en ere 
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has been himfelf the author and detector of his 
own childifhnefs, incapacity and ignorance. 


Neither the index-lore, or the alphabetical, 
lexicographical, labours of this fagacious difco- 
verer, or his congenial followers or affociates, nor 
any declaration fince made’ from a quarter once 
domettic to the Editor, through which fomething 
like genuine information might naturally have 
been expected, can induce him to believe that 
great part of the mafs of papers in his poffeffion 
are the fabrication ofany individual, or fet of men 
of the prefent day. 


A fruitlefs expectation, that Time, the difco. 
verer of Truth, might ere this have withdrawn 
that veil of myftery which yet involves this 
tranfaction, has alone given occafion to delay in 
this’ publication. The Editor had been happy 
to have been able to have penetrated it; and to 
have afigned to its proper owner each fragment 
and each whole. 


As to the merits or demerits of the play now be- 
fore the public, the Editor does not in the fmalleft 
degree confider himfelf refponfible any where, or 
In any way. He fold the piece with * all its 
‘¢ imperfections on its head,” after various cool 
and deliberate readings, and {tated candidly all 
he had been told relative to it; all that, which 


from 
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Vi PREFACE 
from yarious circumftances, he had at that time 
no reafon to doubt or dif edit 


Aiter the play was contracted for, fome altera- 
tions were deemed necefiary to fit it for repreé- 


fentation. It was much too long, and confequently 
many pafiages were expunged; and in one hifto- 


rical fact, thought too grofs for the public ear, 
ie inceftuous paffion of the king towards 
his daughter, it underwent fome further altera- 
tions; but excepting thefe particulars, it ftands 


hie it was. deliveracl tn aie 
In this {tate it was delivered to the Theatre, 
with a requeit, or rather zu#treaty, that all further 


a thn PY se pe oe | z 
a@iiCiaulion, ceemed nec Cilary, thould De made by 


th : or any other perfon competent 
to the bufin to this requeft he received the 
following official anfwer from Mr. Kemble :-— 
‘ That the play would be aéted faithfully from 
“the copy ient to the theatre ;’”” and it was ac- 
cordingly acted, literally from the “coupe 


delivered to the houfe. This condu& was, as 
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fore tne public with fuch interpolations by 
the 
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the Editor, as he prefumes it was the duty of 


the acting manager to have made previous to its 
reprefentation. 


The lines printed within the inverted commas 
were not in the play-houfe copy, and confe- 
quently were not f{poken. 


The Editor feels, and here begs leave to ac- 
knowledge, his obligations to his friend William 
Linley, Efq. for his fkill in compofing the three 
a3 in this piece, in which he is, univerfally al- 

owed to have fhetn much tafte d judgment 


; 
fe likewie profeffes himfelf much ae to Mrs. 
Jordan. and Mrs. hea or their very fpirited 
-xertions, and excellent acting on this occafion; 
and could he with truth or juftice make the 
{malleft acknowledgen nent to Mr. Kemble and 


us fellow tragedian Mr, Phillimore, he has littl- 
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peak E caufe with learn'd invefigation fraught, 
Behold at length to this tribunal brought, 

No fraud your penetrating eyes can cheat, 

None bere can Shakefpeare’s writing counterfett. 

As well the taper’s bafe unluftrous ray 

Might firive to emulate the orb of day, 

As modern bards, whom venal hopes infpire, 

Can catch one [park of his celeftial fire. 

If in our fcenes your eyes delighted find 

Marks that denote the mighty mafter’s mind, 

Tf at his words, the tears of pity flow, 

Your breafis with horror thrill, with rapture glow, 

Tf on your harrow’ d fouls imprefs’d you feel 

The ftamp of nature’s uncontefted feal, 

Demand no other proof—nor idly pore 

O’er mouldy manufcripts of anctent lore, 

To fee if every tawny line di/play 

Lhe genuine ink of fam’d Eliza’s day. 

Nor firive with curious induftry to know 

How poets [pelt two centuries ago, 


PERS OTL: CO. Gaul k- 
ae if thefe proofs fhould fail ; if in the flrain 


You feek the drama’s awful fire in vain, 
: et in our ancient legend fbould you trace 
Truth’s genuine features, iho’ of humbler grace, 
Condemn not rafbly—o’er the foreft glade 
Tho’ the oak fpread no patriarchal fhade, 
Yet may a fhrub of no unlovely green 
With vivid foliage deck the fylvan f[cene, 
Some tuneful notes the vocal woodlands fill, 
And foothe the ear, tho’ philomel be full. 
Then each extraneous matier laid afide, 

By its own merit be our drama tried. 
Forget the prejudice of rigid art, 

To read the code of nature in the heart ; 
Confuli ber laws, from partial favour free, 
And give, as they decide, your jufe decree. 
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Written by Sir JAMES BLAND BURGESS, Barr. 


Spoken by Mr. WuirTFiELp. 


JX] O comaron caufe your verdi& now demands, 
1 Before the court immortal Shakefpeare ftands ; 
hat mighty mafter of the human foul, 

Vho rules the pafiions, and with ftrong controul 
hro’ every turning of the changeful heart 


Dicgume courfe finite: and leads his powerful 
art. 


hen on his birth propitious nature fmil’d, 
And hung tranfported o’er her favourite child 
g fj ; 


While on his head her rgli: gifts fhe fhower’d, 
ree o’er his mind her i Pp! iration pour’d ; 
ce ] 99 


fhe ace “ ‘the high decree fulfil! 
Tis thine to rule with magic {way the will, 


ch o’er boundlefs {pace, 
ho tn all creation’s varied works to trace ; 


Ga. 
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Tis thine each flitting phantom to purfue, 
Fach hidden power of verfe to bring to view, 
To fhed o’er Britith tafte celeftial day, 

And reign o’er Genius with unrivall’d {way.”’ 
Such was the high beheft—the facred choice 
Long has been { faueion’ d by your candid voice; 

The Is vi urd relics of your Shakefpeare’s hand 

Unrivall’d, and inimitable, ftand, 


6é 


If 


iar wa 
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If hope of fame fome modern bards has led 
To try the path where Shakefpeare wont to tread, 
If, with prefumptuous wing, they dar’d afpire 
To catch fome portion of his facred fire, 

Your critic pow’rs the vain attempt repell’d, 

The flimfy vapour, by your breath difpell’d, 

Expoted the trembling culprit to your fight, 

While Shakefpeare’s radiance fhone with doubled 
light. 

From deep oblivion {natch’d, this play appears : 
It claims refpect, fince Shakefpeare’s name it bears ; 
That name, the fource of wonder and delight, 
To a fair hearing has at leaft a right. 

We afk no more—with you the judgement lies ; 
No forgeries efcape your piercing eyes ! 
Unbiafs’d then pronounce your dread decree, 
Alike from prejudice and favour free. 

If, the fierce ordeal pafs’d, you chance to find 
Rich fterling ore, tho’ rude and unrefin’d, 
Stamp it your own; aflert your poet’s fame, 


And add, freth wreaths to Shakefpeare’s honour’d 
name, 
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DRAMATIS PERSON&. 


4 

. : ConNsTANTIUS - Mr. Benfley. 

7 AURELIUS - - - Mr. Barrymore. 
UTER - -.«- + - «Mr. Caulfield: 
VorTIGERN - - - Mr. Kemble. 

W oRTIMERU Mr. Whitfield, 
CATAGRINUS - - Mr. Trueman. 
Pascentius « - - Mr. C. Kemble. 
HENcIstT - ~- - Mr. Benfon. 
Horsus - - - «-. Mr. Phillimore. 
Foon - «-4- - Mr, King. 
SERVANT - - - -. Mafter De Camp. 
Mafter Gregton. 
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S ‘ FDMUNDA - = - Mrs, Powell. 
x - FLAVIA  - - ° Mrs. Jordan. 
As Rowena - ~- - = Miaifs Miller. 
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Barons, Officers, Guards, &c. &c. 
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A large Hall, difcovers CONSTANTIUS, VORTIGERN, 
WorTIMERUS, CATAGRINUS, PAsCENTIUS, 
and Attendants. 


Ce antius . 
( . OOD Vortigern! as doth blefs our ifle, 
n | 


) 

d din of war no more affrights us, 
th plac’d thee next herfelf, 

our defire that thou deny’ft us not 

That, which anon we crave Hes to accept, 

For th oug ns moft weighty | be our proffer’d tafk, 

We truft ‘thy goodnets will not yet refufe, 

For we have vi ays founc thee foft by na Was 

And like the pelican, e’en with thy blood, 


ec} 


re 
foy’reign! to co ommand is 
And as a fubjeé&t mine is to obey. 

Con. Such was the anfwer we ‘did here e expect, 
And farther now we fhall explain our reac 
As frozen age V e find doth faft approacl 
And ftate afiairs lie heavy with ourtelf, 

We ae to thee half of our pow’r refign, 

That thy reward may pace with this thy labour. 
To this our propofition what reply ? 

B Vor. 
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VORTIGERN. 
Vor. Oh! my moft noble, good, and bounteous 
lord, 
Thefe honours are indeed fo great, fo weighty, 
I fear left like a garment too confin’d, 
They aukwardly “Thould prefs upon the wearer: 
Therefore, my gracious lord! let one more worthy, 
i do befeech thee, bear them. 
Con. Nay! nay! this thy excufe will not fuf- 
fice us, 
FE’en here, we do await thy full confent, 
And, that we may more fpeedily conclude, 
We do 1 require of thee that thou fhould’t fign 
Thefe pa pers, by the which thou wilt become 
Jointly with ourfelf, King of this our realm. 
Vor. 1 thall, my lord, obey your high command, 
[ Signs the paper. 
Co. We fhall await your coming at our palace. 
| Exit Couflantius. 
Vor. Fortune, I thank thee ! 
Now is the cup of my ambition full ! 
find by th Is rif ng tempeft in my blood 
[ feel the faft a approach of ereatnefs which 
E'en like a peatant ftoops for my acceptance. 
But hold! O confcience, how is it with thee ? 
Why doft thou pinch me thus, for fhould T heed 
thee, | 
Then muft my work crumble and fall to nought ; 
Come then thou foft, thou double fac’d deceit ! 
Come deareft flatt’ry! come direft murder! 
Attend me quick, and prompt me tothe deed! 
Nhat! jointly wear the crown? No! I will all! 
And that my purpofe Pay foon find its end, 
This, my good King, muft I unmannerly 
Pufh from his feat anal ill myfelf the chair ; 
Welcome then glittering mark of royalty ! 
And with thy pleating yet oppreffive weight, 
Bind 


FDS 


| VORTIGERN. 3 
‘Bind faft this firm, and this determin’d brow. 
But ere I do proceed, let caution guide me, 

For though the trunk and body of the tree 

Be thus within my gripe, ftill do | fear 

Thofe boughs which ftand fo near and clofe allied, 
Which will, ere long, yield feeds for their revengs. 
‘Then fince my foul e’en murder muft commit, 
To gratify my thirft for royalty, 

/Why fhould I play the child, or like a niggard, 
‘By fparing, mar and damn my caufe for ever? 
No! as the blow ftrikes one, all three fhall fall! 
Then fhall I, giant-like, and void of dread, 

| Uprear my roya! and encircled brow, 

| And in the face of the Omnipotent 

‘Bid bold defiance. —~- 

| This my determination then fhall be, 

| And firm as adamant the end I'll fee, 


SC KN. Ey.) 
A Chamber in V ORTIGERN’S Palace. 


| Enter ExyMuUNDA and FLAVIA. 


| .« FYya, Deareft mother! why let watery grief 

6 Like a corroding and flow malady 

<¢ Nip thus the faireft and moft beauteous pearl, 

© That ever art of man by ftealth or cunning 

«© Drew from the azure vault of brighteft heav’n, 

«© To grace this earth ?”—Oh! my beloved mother! 

Turn, turn thofe tear worn eyes, and let one {fmile, 

One cheering look of {weet ferenity, 

Beam forth to comfort my afflicted foul! 

Edm. Oh! heavens! my gentle Flavia! would 
I could! 

} But this corroding penfive melancholy 


Mott venom-like, deftroys its nourifher. 


isu ae vk 
"a SN OAC) ee Us 


4. VORTIGERN. 
ma e ortigern, my lov’d, once loving hufband, 
Why rend this burf {ting heart with co id Seat, 
E’en the poor culprit brought before his judge 
May boldly plead his caufe; but I alas ! 

Mott inn ocent) and ignorant of my fault, 
Mutt bear the weight of judgme nt. 


Enter PAscENTIUS. 
Fila. te news of good import, my deareft 


Does th his ie y eager joy now cloak from ust 
Paf. Oh! ‘I have tidings gs I would fain make 
ry 


But they are of fuch wond’rous magnitude 
That I can fearcely give them utterance 


Hdm. Oh | fpeak My child! my de ar eee 
tus, ipeak, 
For much thy mother confolation nee 
Paf. The King then, madam, 1 
bounty, 
Hath jointly with | himfelf, conferr’d dee {way 
a 
j 


eds. 
n 


Of this our mi ighty kingdom, on my father. 
Edm. Now woe indeed hath made her mafter- 
piece! 
Ambition thou! thou art mine enemy ; 
Thy idle dreams have fore’d my hufband from me ; 
Thy h oney'd vifions Bek depriv’d my foul 
Of that alone which made life worth retaining ; 
Yes, thou art now, beet become a flow’r 
That by the radiatice of the fun is parchd, 
And lacking drops of fuccour, droops and dies. 


Enter Foor, whimfically attired, with his Bells 
and Ladle. 

Paf. Whither fo faft, good Fool? 

: Fool, 


£0 
iweet 


cy 


ent wits, .and thofe th: 


them ftill more foolith 


Lhhie 


Paf. But, prithee, tell us what is thine affair? 


i 


fool. Oh! my affair is weighty indeed, being 


burthened with the fpeech o’royalty. 

Paf. And wherefore fo? 

Fool. 1 pray you {tay your patience but awhile, 
and I will tell you: thou dof expect nought 
from the Fool, but folly; but from a king thou 
wouldft a cunning fpeech. 

Paf, And is’t not fo? 

Fool. Oh! no, by my troth, our good fovereign 
hath unto my noble mafter betrayed ereat lack of 
policy. 

Paf. How fo? 

fool. Why your wife man will tell you, the 
crown doth gall the wearer; but marry! I will 
fhew myfelf the fool indeed, for I do fay the half 
oft pinches more than the whole. 

Paf. Thou wouldft be witty, Fool ! 

| fool. Marry, fay not I would be, but that I am 
fo; for let me tell you, the wit of your Fool is 
| true wit, being folely his own, no man coveting 
1it; whereas that of your wife man comes from 
| books, and from thofe who went before. But 
_ wherefore fhould I thus lofe wind? my wit being 
| folly, is not by your wife man underftood ; there- 
‘fore, P'll to the purpofe. My mafter is made 
half King, and fends me his {wift Mercury, to 
| tell your gentle ladythip his honour’s pleafure. 

Edm. Prithee, be brief, and tell thine errand. 

quickly, 


B 3 Lool. 
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VORTIGERN. s 
Fool. Good Fool, fay’f thou! marry, thefe are 
' o not often fall to our lot ; 
et me tell you, good matter, fools have 
at ha’ none will 

gladly go flatter, left the fool’s folly fhould make 


6 VORTIGERN. 

Fool. An pleafe you then, my fweet miftrefs, 
he wills that you do put on your beft attire, and | 
that you do ftraight attend him, and go before | 
th’other half o’th’ crown. : 

Edm. We fhali be ready at command. [Zxeunt. 


SC EN EF . HW: 
Another Apartment in VoRTIGERN’S Palace. : 
Enter VORTIGERN. 


Vor, Thus far, then, have my deeds a fanction | 
found, | 
For {till each morn doth the refplendant fun 
Dart forth its golden rays, to grace my fight. 
-O what an inconfiftent thing is man! 
‘There was a time when e’en the thought of murder 
Would have congeal’d my very mats of blood; 
“< And, as a tree, on the approaching {torm, : 
« ’en fo my very frame would fhake and tremble: 
But now I ftand not at the ac itfelf, | 
Which breaks all bonds of hofpitality.— | 
To me, the King hath ever been moft kind ; 
Yea, even lavith of his princely favours,— | 
And this his love I do requite with murder 4 
And wherefore this? What! for a diadem, 
The which I purchafe at no lefs a coft. 
Than even the perdition of my foul ; 
Still at that felf fame price will I obtain it. 
The rooted hate the Britons bear the Scats 
Js unto me an omen moft propitious ; 
J have difpatch’d my fecret emifaries, 
And the young princes fons of the old King, 
(A long time fince for ftudy fent to Rome) 
Even for them have I prepared honours : 
For ere the moon {hall twice have fill’d her orb, 
Death fhall provide for them, a crown immortal ! 
Entet 


1 


VORTIGERN. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Two officers, my lord! await your leifure, 
Vor.. Well, fhew them to our prefence. 


Enter Murderers. 


Have ye concluded, 
Is your anfwer ready ? 
Murd. We have confider’d all, 
And on your promis’d bounty undertake 
A fpeedy execution. 
Vor. You are agreed ? 
Both. Yes, my good lord. 
Vor. Liften then awhile ! 
This ee Conftantius gives a feaft, at which 
He wills I fhould be prefent, mark me well, 
For I will give the fignal, and retire. 
Then tarry not, but do it on the inftant. 
Murd. Fear not, my noble lord, we are refalv’d. 
[ Exeunt. 
Vor. Now then good King prepare thee for the 
wortt, 
For ere the thick and noifome air of night 
Shall with damn’d Hecate’s baneful fpells be filld, 
Thou muft from hence to the.cold bed of death, 
To whom alike peafant and king are flaves. 
Come then black night, and hood the world in 
darknefs, 
Seal clofe the hearts of thofe I have fuborn’d, 
That pity may not turn them from their purpofe. 
PE Sit 


B 4 SCENE 


VORTIGERN. 


Enier CONSTANTIUS with a Groom. 


ni TT an Pi Se ie Pe | mye 
Con, riere place the light, now haften to the hall, 
4 qj 
4 unto Vortigern prefent this ring, 
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ee him in the mornt: oe 


£C€il Nim Li fain ' oulc 1 { 
Farewel, seonte ! IT now would be alo 
F Bit Page. 


O fl ep, rifher of man and babe, 
Soothe: y forrow, that can’{t | bury. 
The care cted mind in {weet oblivion, 
Lo thee le pow’r! LT pawn my foul! 
Here th 1, On my bended knee, oreat God, 


Let me implore thy grace, and look for mercy ; 
‘© Thouch u halt plac’d me fovereign over men, 


J 7 
L , me Jacl ‘ 
math nx da diadem ; 
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thou fram’d thy work of nature, 
it reptile hath sie inftinét, 
ely form’d as man, himfelf. 
lie both i rot t and come to duft. 
rreat 7 Eee befides, 
‘ait sal foul ! 
tmy happinefs. 
| Lies on the couch. 
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Enter two Murderers. 


ijt. Mur Oh ! if one fpot did fully his pure 


foul 
In heaven hath he wip’d it clean away, 
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VORTIGERN. G 
“With this his fweet unfeigned oraifon. 
ond. Nur. sis true— 
“© The King to us hath ever been moft kind, 
< We've ferv’d and gained honours under him; 
““’*Twould have diferac’d the name of 
- Had we to cold death fent him unprepar’d. 


f 


el 
For e’en the rigid law itfelf allows 
«To crimes moft daring, moft atrocious, 
«A time to pray, a time to afk for mercy. 
if. Mur. «* Why how now? 
« Fatt thou forgot thine errand, 
s¢ Waft fent here to prate thus, 
“Or to fulfil thy promife? 
« T'l] do’t, nor this thy dagger will I fheath 
«Fill reaking with his blood. 
ond. Mur. “ Yet one moment I pray thee, 
<*¢ comrade ! 
if? Mur. <1 tell thee I will not. 
<¢ Bor as | am a man and foldier, 
<¢ So will I fcorn to break my promis’d vow. 
ift. Mur. “* Thou fhalt not yet, 
“ For ftatue like, here will I fix myfelf 
«© Til] thou doft hear me out. 
<¢ Oh! is’t not moft manlike, that we flain 


<- Our hands with blood that ne’er did us offend ? 


<* Is’t not moft ferpent like, to fling {weet fleep, 
‘© Which even from the giant takes all ftrength, 


<> And makes man tafte of that which 1s to come >. 


«© Let us, I pray thee friend, turn from the deed ! 

¢¢[ cannot, darenot, nay! I will not do’t— 

ond. Mur. ** Coward, take hence that poor un- 
“¢ manly carcafe, 

Or this my fteel fhall work a double end. 

iff. Mur. “ Lay on then! for I will defend the 

‘“s King, 


4 


Lal 


A Vi SE OS TNS I 


€ 


ty 
‘AA 
kre 


BS & legge 


vo 


lS 


ie 


BS 


sf 
ars 


7” 
ec 


Sf 


\ 


i eo 


PAL) ae a” Lee 


16 VORTIGERN. 
*© And may the Gods aid this my good defign.” 
[They fight, firft Murderer dies behind the Scenés 


eo 
f 


he King awakes. 

Con. ** Vafial, I fay! what means this “bloody 

deed? 
*¢ This bold intrufion in our royal prefence? 
** Can majefty command no more refpe&, 
** But, that our very fleep mutt be difturb’d 
‘* With murder, rude and moft licentious? 
Mur. «* Why plainly then! I do not fear thy 
‘* prefence, 
And to be brief with thee, thine hour is come ! 
Kimg. * Traitor and villain, what would’ thou? 
Mur. “* Nay then, an thou doft {peak fo rudely, 
Take thy reward. [ Stabs bin. 
King. ** Oh! I die, fweet Heaven receive my 
*¢ foul ! 
** Forgive, oh pardon this his crime ! 
“1 come! blifs! blifs! is my reward for ever. 
[ Dies. 
Mur, ‘* Farewell, good King! and thou my 
** comrade too!” 


66 


La 


‘Now for my fouler purpofe, that done! 


Hence on time’s wing will I to Vortigern, 
And this my two edg’d work to him unfold. 


[ Exit. 
oC BE Ney 


Enter VorticeRn with Guards, as having viewed 
the dead body of the King, bebind the Scenes. 


Vor. O! this prepofterous and inhuman ac, 
Doth ftir up pity in the blackeft hell. 
Heav’n’s 


pa oe, BA a 
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Heav’n’s afpect did foretell fome ill this night, 

For each dread fhrieking minifter of darkne(s, 

Did chatter forth his rude and difmal fong, 

While bellowing thunder fhook the troubled 
earth, : 

«¢ And the livid, and flaky lightning, 

‘© Widely burft opeeach crack in Heav’n’s high 
<¢ portal.” 

Have ye the traitor feiz’d? Is he yet dead ? 

Off. Hard by, my lord, he hies recking in’s blood, 
Defpairand horror maftered each man’s breatt ; 
‘The attempt to check their rage would have been 

ufelefs, 
His body is become one gaping wound. 

Vor. O! my good friends, wou’d you had {par’d 

his life, 
And that your zeal had been more temperate, 
For by the workings of my foul, I find 
This was the inftrument, but not the head. 

Off. Name him you deem the murderer, good 

my lord? 

Vor. Be filent and mark well that I fhall fay, 
The Scots you know do bear us enmity, 

Many of rank do tarry in our Court ; 
On them the guilt of this foul murder refts. 
I pray you inftantly difpatch the guard, 
And feize each Scotf{man ye fhall chance to meet ; 
I will-go fummon all the lords to councal, 
And well confider that ’twere beft to do. 
[ Exeynt. 
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s people call aloud for fentence, 
x se | “1 1 
5 It will eo iard with us. 
iting to thee, our noble good Pro- 


delay, pronounce as guilty 


The perpetrators of this crying deed. 
We alfo do, with general accord, 

Befeech you bear a O one ofa King, 
Until the Pri ‘eturn from Rome; 
For on Aure ae now eset elder fon 


¥Y¥ORTIG 
Of our deceafed Kine the eleCtior lights 3 
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Well roe ve know how tedious is this tafk 
> 
| aye 
How full of trouble and perplexity ! 


But we do alfo know thee fora man, 
Moft good, moft perfect, and moft merciful ! 

Vor. \ fear good Barons you do flatter me! 
1 thought ere this, to have refigned the weight 


t t 
Which the late King had heap’d upon my { 


rever{e, for ree now, 
7 } Wile he, la 4 7 ne as 
You double this my loa d, and ne Ay me down ; 


Oh! Vou ha’ {tru zk mewh T at i sdeed 
» J ila é ack bil whe Crt a iT ij 


Ice & 


3 
But ae the 
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Mott vulnerable —-** The voice o th’ peopie 1” 
For them I will -furrender liberty. oe 
Difpatch to Rome the meffengers I pray, 
And let Aurelius know, Me he is callec 


To wear this gold, this forked diadem, 
That gives to man the Be of foverels 
2nd. Bar. My lord! the people, Barons, all do 
thar 1k you 
For this y our ‘kind complian 1ce with their will ; 
To morrow’s dawn hat fee the packets ready, 
And we will then confult eae meflengers 
Shall to the princes gids thete heavy tidings. 
Vor. ? Vis well! Ido commend your zealous care ; 
And Das good friends, one mournful charge 
mains, / 
To Btene i the burial of our murdered Kine; 
Oh! ’twas a nipping blaft, which faddenly 
Bereft us of our firft, our fweetef ca 
Both King and Father it hath ftolen from us ; 
‘* But wherefore do I ftrive to ope anew, 


sony pete gates which bar the courfe of liquid forrow? 
‘Nol! rather let 4 you ae 6 eriefs pine unfeen, 
<< W Here cold reftraint can neither chide nor curb 
yes” 
Farewel! time then be yours until to-morrow. 


[ Exeunt. 
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sC EN. E. -Wl: 
A Hall in VoRTIGERN’S Palace. 
Enter VoRTIGERN. 


Vor. How ftands it now—then am [ but Pro- 
tector? 
Oh! ’tis an attribute my foul abhors, 
To fovereignty a pander and a flave, 
That looks with wiftful eyes upon the crown, 
And dares not touch it; O! I will none on’t. 
Curfe on thofe lords that did award me this, 
Whofe juftice needs muft force them keep the 
crown 

For thofe, who by defcent, do moft deferve it. 
By heav’ns, I’ll pour my bitter. vengeance down 
For this their flow and niggardly promotion. 
Yet as they did award and give me fway 
Until the Prince Aurelius fhould return, 
Then is it mine moft fure! the Princes cannot 
From their cold graves return to take it from me! 
Their wifh’d-for death is fure, yet do I dread— 
For here within, there lurks a meflenger 
That cautions me, and fain wou’d ha’ me fear. 
What ho! without I fay! who attends there! 


Enter Servant. 


Vor. Are there no letters yet arrived from Rome? 

Serv. No, my good liege. 

Vor. Nor meffengers ? 

Serv. Neither, my gracious fir. 

Vor. Retire a while. [Exit Servant. 
Nor meffengers nor letters! this alarms me ; 
But what care I, e’en let the Princes come, 

: Wher 


VORTIGERN, 1s 

When come, there’s room enough 1’th’ ground 
for them, 

But foft ! and iat me weigh 1 my prefent ftate, 

For much I fear thefe barons proffer’d friendfhip. 

*¢ Their niggard hen of libe: ee 


a 


‘Suits ill, my lofty aim, and but 


ao § 


1¢ fembla WCE 


wears 
‘* Of that my foul is tharlt ing es daa muinion ! 
‘* Not rivetted by clofer ties their Chief, tho’ 


friendly, 

*¢ May {werve and prove a ae as 
Yet I’ve a lure that fhall enfnare that chief, 
My dansht er’s hand! but if the thou’ ria refufe, 
Then were my purpofe baffled, or deftroy’d. 
Is it not ftrange, a flinty heart like mine, 
Should flagger thus at thinking of a daughter ? 
Flavia! whole fondeft love to: young Aurelius, 
Now fojourning at Rome, hath long been plede’d! 
Yet what of that! fhall fhe, a whining girl, 
Oppofe a father’s ae a monarch’s will? 
My firm refolve once known, will fhake that mind 
Which in her gentleft moments nature fram’d ; 
This work atchiev’d each lord his aid fhall lend, 
And to my will the hayghtieft creft fhall bend. 

| Exit. 


St He NeB?: VET. 
London. The Palace. 
Enter Fuavia and PAscENTIUS. 


Fla. Oh! heav’ns! in thy great mercy thou haft 
led me 
To that dear object I fo long have fought 
Through ev’ — fecret winding o’th’ palace. 
Paf. “My Flavia fay ! 
W hat 
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16 VORTIGERN. 

What is’t hath ruffed thus thy gentle bofom: 
% 1 > ° 

I fear our father hath occafion’d this, 

For late as paffing through the hall I faw him, 

He paced to and “fro | in oreat diforder, 


L 


Sometimes in deep thoug sht loft, he’d ftop and 


Then o’e 
W surat: utter words, but in a vol ce a4 
That an diftil’d -the 
Tho’ I lid thrice < ane him, ei e bine 
Abruptly from me, and no an{wer made. 


his arms, 
| 


T never {aw the confli&t of his foul 
So =iwint y in his countenance pourtray'd. 
Fla. Al ee ! tis true! I too have feen my father; 
And harfhly has he urgd my breach of vow 
To my A aie 38 and to pledge my love 
To one my foul abho rs: fay then, my brother, 
Ts that kind friendfh: ip f for my lov’d Aurelius, 
Which firft in years ot infancy took root, 
¥s it yet untainted > Speak truly brother— 
And are thy vows of friend ae to thy fifter 
Pure and unfpotted as the face of heav’n | 
And wilt thou fave her 
Pay. pce ot in my nature 
To act a treach’rous or ungenerous part ! 
Fla. aches enough, I meant not to offend.; 
That I’m about to afk is t truly urgent, 
Nor more’ nor lefs than our own banithment. 
Pay. Th’ impending exile is tome moft ftrange, 
But if thy deareft motl rer thou can’{t leave 
Then mutt it be zs t prefling ; I content, 
And will not ruff Bthibe by further queftion. 
But oe nce for a sar here comes the Fool, 
Of him fome tidings we perchance may hear. 


Enter 


VORTIGERN. 


Enter Foou. 


Fla, Speak, Fool, when did’ft laft fee my gen- 

tle mother? 

Fool, Rather afk, when ’twas that I e’er faw 
thy father in fuch fort before; marry, he did 
never fpeak fo roundly to me. Of old, your 
Fool did make your fage one tremble, but my 
foolfhip hath not found it fo. Times muft in- 
deed be bad, when fools lack wit to battle wife 
mens ire; nay, but [ have legs, therefore can 
run ; a heart, that’s merry, but. wou’d be more 
fo, an ’twas drench’d with fack from my ladle; but 


no matter, that’s empty, till you gentles chufe - 
_ to fill it, then by your leaves we'll walk, and 


pu our wits where they’ll chance meet better 
are. 

Paf. Nay, nay, come hither Fool, be not too 

hatty ; 
This fellow’s true and honeft, and, dear fifter, 
Micht well our purpofe-ferve, wilt thou confent 
That in our fervice he be bound? 
Fila. Of me afk nothing, but purfue that 
council 
WV hich in thy riper wif{dom fhall feem meet. 

Paf. What’s thy purpofe, Fool ? 

fool. To quit thy father. 

Paf. What think’f{t o’me for a mafter ? 

Fool. Nay, o’that I think not, for thou wou’df 
joke, but an thou doft, thou haft rare impudence 
to do’t i’th’ prefence of a fool. 

When thy beard is f{omewhat blacker, 

When thy years have made thee riper, 

When in thy purfe the pounds thou’lt tell, 

And for a brothel thou’lt not fell 
Thy patrimony, and’ thy lands, 

Cah Why 
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Why marry, anI fhould then find nought more 
fuiting, my charity fhall bid me follow thee, and 
teach thee the ways o’this flippery world. 

Fila. O tarry not, for we muft hence away ; 
What hour is it? 

Paf. Near five o’th’ clock. 

Yon brilliant mafs o’fire the golden fun, 
Hath juft faluted with a blufhing kifs, 
That partner of his bed the vafty fea. 

Fool. Yea, and your father wills that you do foon 
falute your beds, : for he hath order’d that fupper 
be inftantly brought into the hall. 

Fla. Good heav’n’s! fo foon, O my Pafcentius, 
Each moment loft is an eternity. [ Exeunt. 

Fool. Nay, then ye are gone and ha left your 
poor Fool behind. Methinks I love that young 
rafter; nay, | know not how ’tis, but my legs 
wou’d needs go follow him; yet matter Fool, is 
this wifdom? for they fay the legs fhould ne’er 
carry away the brains ;. yet let me fee, cannot I, 
in my folly, now form this faying, and turn it to 
mine own conceit? I ha hit it; for it matters 
not what comes o’my brains, for men fay they are 
good for naught, but my legs are; therefore, let 
the better o’th’ two ferve as gtide for the other. 
Vil away then, and follow him. [ Exit. 


END Of THE FIRST ACT. 
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| Rome. 


Luter AvreLivs and Urer, Constantius’ two 
Brothers. 


—Uter.~ HEN now in Rome have we for feven 
| 4 long years 

Made this our wearifome and conftant fojourn, 
1 would we were again in Britain. 

| Aur. Even fo good Uter ftands it with myfelf, 
Nay, an thou yearn’ft to fee thy native land 
| How is it then with me that there have left 
|The jewel of my foul, my deareft Flavia! 

| Uter. Nay, good my brother, patience yet a 
) little, 

All will be well, Flavia doth love you ftill. 


_ Aur. 1 cannot, will not bear this abfence longer, 
} 


> 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. A meffenger, my lords, attends without 
On bufinefs of great import. 
Aur. Whence comes he? 
Serv. From Britain. 
Aur, From Britain fay’{t thou! then admit 
him ftraight. [ Exit Serv. 


Enter Meffenger. 


Mef. My gracious lord, are you the eldeft fon 
Of our good King Conftantius? 


Aur. Even fo. 
C 2 Me/. 
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Mef. This packet then, I fear, will news contain 
The moft afflicting. 
AURELIUS reads. 
Thefe letters we in hafte difpatch’d to tell you, 
Of your dear father’s death, and to forewarn you 
Of your own danger—Murder moft foul hath 
ta’en him. 
Vortigern on the.Scots hath laid the murder ; 
But under this pretence much lies conceal’d. 
Till you arrive, he is to rule deputed : 
But as you prize your lives return not yet. 
Aur. Oh! horror! horror! my dear father 
murder’d! 
Uter. By whom? fpeak Meffenger, where, when, 
and how? 
Mef. The plot, good Princes, hath been deeply 
laid. 
Aur. This is indeed moft foul! fay on, my 
friend, 
Speak quickly, I intreat thee ! 
Mef. Then thus ’tis—V ortigern hath done the 
deed ; 
His love of fplendour, pomp and fovereignty, 
And his great int’reft in the people's minds, 
All, all did prompt him to this hellifh act. 
Aur. Uter, oh heavens! the father of my Flavia l 
It is impoffible! It cannot be! 
Uter. Oh! this indeed is damned treachery. 
My dear Aurelius, let not ftupor choak 
The worthy feeling of a juft revenge ; 
Courage, Aurelius! courage, my dear brother ! 
Au. Speak on, {peak on, and end thy fad dif- 
courte ! 
Mef. Thy friends in Britain long fufpeéted this, 


And to each port did {end their trufty {pies, 
To 
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To learn what veffels there for Rome were bound> 
And haply that which did tranfport me here, 
Was to have brought your executioners. 

Aur. Ol! would it had been fo. Uter fupport 

me! 

Uter. Let us retire a while my gentle brother, 
Hereafter we will fend and queftion shee 
On thefe thy tidings, and their direful caufe. 

[ Exeunt. 


SCENE I: 


Rome. 


Enter Aure.ius, Urer, aud Mejenger, 


4ur. Our friends in England then have thought 
it fitting, | 
- That on receipt o’thefe, your woeful letters, 
| We thould with all {peed hie us into Scotland ? 
Mef. Even fo did they inftruct for weighty 
reafons. 
| « Know, Vortigern did alway hate the Scots, 
| « And hath oft times during your father’s reign, 
| « Fram’d laws, moft burthenfome unto that people. 
| © But the keen tooth of hatred and reyenge, 
| « With double fury now will thew itfelf; 
| « Bor every noble Scot then found in London, 
| « Hath fuffer’d under this fell tiger’s fangs, 
) «© And this to direft rage, hath ftirr’d their blood.” 
Your ftory told, will raife you aid of thoufands, 
Three years of plenty have, among the Britons, 
Sown feeds of luxury and baneful riot, 
Therefore, they’re unprepar’d, nor think of war. 
Uter. Are vetlels ready to convey us thither ? 
Mef. Yes, my good lord. 
Aur. Come, brother, let’s away then with all 
{peed —— 
| C3 But 
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But wer’t not better that we change thefe habits 2 
Mef. No! no, your Roman veftments will dif- 
guile you, 
And may in Scotland greatly aid your caufe. 
Aur. Then be it fo—farewell to thee, O! Rome; 
I ne’er did think that upon quitting thee, 
My brimful heart wou’d thus run o’er with forrow. 


[ Exeunt. 
SCENE. TH 


A Hall, difcovers VorticERN, EpmMunpa, 
WorTIMER, ‘Sc. at Supper. 


Vor. Seek, Wortimer,” thy brother and thy 
fifter : 
ll them it fuits but il their prefent yea:s, 
tarry thus, when fummon’d to our prefence. 
Wort. My gracious father, I obey. 
Edm. O! deareft hufban d, calm thy ruffled foul 
y mean not to offend your grace ; perchance 
hey know not of your with for their attendance, 
Vor. Eee then, and with thy words, whet not 
I pray : 
hat pains which kindles fore within ee breatt} 
ain, doft hear me, bid thy tongue be filent, 
ter elfe thou did’ft retire. 


Edm. I go, and though a vulture gnaw my 
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heart 
I’d bear it all with meeknefs and with Hane 
Rather than this r So voice fhou’d e’er offend.thee, 


{ Exit. 
Wort. My gracious Sir, I’ve fearch’d the cham- 
bers throu oh, 
And cali’d aloud, but anfwer had I none, 
Save but my it words, return’d upon mine ear, 
In airy found, 


oo 


For. 
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Vor. What! {corn’d and thus defied, I will not 
bear it, 


Send for my prating wife, and fhou’d I find 
That fhe in any wife did aid their flight, 
Let her beware of my revenge.—What ho! 


Enter Servant. 


Vor. Quick to my wife, and fay I'd fpeak with 
her. 
As yet from thofe dull fluggards fent to Rome, 
No tidings have I heard. But here fhe comes. 


Enter EDMUNDA. 


Edm. What is your pleafure, Sir? 
Vor. Where are my recreart fon and daughter 
gone ; 
Nay, think not with thofe eye drops to deceive 
me, 
Tell me I fay, thou know’ft full well their flight ! 
Edm. If in thefe veins doth run the blood of 
life, 
Or there be truth on earth, I Know not of them. 
Vor. Deceive me not I fay, thou fpeak’ft moft 
falfe, 
I know the quality of women’s eyes, 
That in a breath can weep, can laugh, or frown, 
Say not thefe waters flow for lofs o’ them; 
T know thee well, thou haft confpir’d with them ; 
’Twere better thou mak’{t known their hiding 
place. 
Edm. O' Sir, thefe tears do ftop my -pow'r 
o’{fpeech, 
Which wou’d again vouch that I uttered. 
Crs Vor. 
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Vor. It is moft falfe, but look to’t, and doft 
hear me, 
Come not athwart me and my purpofes, 
Left thou fhoud’ft add to that fierce hate I bear 


thee. [ Exit Vor. 
Edm. And can this be? thefe ears were fure 
d 
deceiv’d, 


Yet I fleep not, nor is my brain diftemper’d, 
It was not fo, he faid not he did hate me; 
O+ heav’ns, in your great mercy aid me now, 
And if your pleafure be not to torment 
Man’s poor exiftence in this {pan of life, 
Aid me to bear my weight o’miferies ! 
Oh ! yet again! my fon and daughter gone 
And tell not me the caufe o’this their flight. 
My brain grows hot, I can no longer bear it; 
Forbid his prefence too! O! I am diftracted ! 
And fleep will quiet me, I'll to the poppy 
And with its juices drench thefe feverous lips! 
O! I ha’ need of med’cine and of comfort ; 
Again my wits do wander, I'll retire, 
And left the bleak winds battle with my head, 
I'll to my couch and lay me on its pillow. 


[ Exit, 
SCENE? i 


4A Wood. 
Enter Pascentivus, Fravia difguifed, and 
Foou. 


Paf. . Speak, deareft fitter, fay, how fares it with 
thee? 


For 
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For thofe foft limbs were form’d for gentler ufage, 
But cheer thee up, my Flavia, whilft [’m with 
thee, 

Thou mutt not faint, if there be comfort near 
Pll feek it, and from out the tiger’s Jaw 
Pll tear thee food, or if the thirfty lion 
Should ftand betwixt me and the bubbling brook, 
This arm fhou’d find a paffage to his heart. 
But an thou need’f{t nor food, nor element, 
Then will I fit and comfort thy fweet tears, 
And as the {maller ftream doth oft times mingle, 
And add its nothingnefs to the vaft fea, 
So on thy ftreaming cheek will I let fall 
One pitying tear, one tender drop of forrow. 

Fla, Oh! gentle, excellent, moft loving bro- 

ther, 

It is my aching heart which thus o’ercomes me, 
Wretch that Iam! what hath my mother done, 
That lacking pity I could leave her thus, 
How can her drooping heart bear this fad fhock? 
Can her meek foul my father’s rage encounter ; 
No, no, impoffible! then am I wretched. 
Then O! you righteous and all powerful Judge, 
lf breath of man, with pure foul offer’d up, 
Can touch you, or obtain your gentle hearing, 
Behold a maiden for a mother begs, 
And on her bended knee fues for protection. 
Let fome kind angel, minifter of mercy, 
Pour on her wounded foul the balm of comfort, 
And in the place of overwhelming forrow, 
Let the dear plant of {miling joy bud forth ; 
And fhou’d fhe weep, then may her dewy tears 
Be thofe of tender peace and charity. 

Fool. By my troth, mine eyes did never water 
{o before, {weet miftrefs, an thou haft charm’d 
thy Fool, methinks the choir o’angels needs el 
liften 
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liften to thy pray’r; and yet thefe underprops 
o’mine do forely ach, and wherefore fhou’d they? | 
for an I do eat, then am I loaded, and do bear it 
well, but now that I am empty, thefe porters 
won’t carry me, this 1s flrange, and needs more 
wifdom to unveil, than lies in my poor foolifh 
brain. 

Fla. Methinks Id fit and reft me here a-while. 

Paf. Then to the fhade of yon imperial oak 
Tl] lead thee, there thou calmly may’ft repofe; 
Our honeft knave here, he fhall fing the while, 
And footh thy fad and fecret melancholy 

Fool. Why, to be brief good mafter, I needs 
wou’d fing, but that gentle lady hath crack’d the 
{trings o’my voice; an "twill pleafe you weep, 
marry Vil take the loudeft pipe, and fhou’d I fail 
in giving entertainment, why then I’ll to Paul's, 
and there ithe prefence of Bonner, be whipp’d for 
a flanderer. 

Po¢f. I pray thee Fool do as J lift. 

Fool. Now then lll pipe, but by my troth you 
feern fad, and needs will me to fing merrily ; well, 
an folly will pleafe you, Pll to’t ftraight. 


Foo. fings. 


A Fool muft needs be merry, 
Lack, lack, and a well a day, 
And in his fhoes mutt bury 
His forrow and all his care; 
Then 1s not the Fool’s lot hard, 
Is not his mind fore treated, 

Do not his friends of’s poor brains 
Make phyfic for their fenfes? 
Then lack, lack and well a day. 
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But in this our world ’tis true, 
Lack, lack and well a day, 
We our old friends change for new, 
When they no longer fuit us ; : 
Then heigh-ho poor dobbins all, 

Be fharp with men I pray you, 
They carry fool’s minds indeed, 
Yet are but knaves 1 tell you. 
Then lack, lack, ah! well a day. 

Fig. Good honeft Fool, Ido fincerely thank 

thee. 

Fool. Nay, nay, fay not fo, an I had flatter’d, 
why then perchance I had merited this, but i’faith 
gentle lady, he that fays nought, fave the bare 
truth, doth oft times meet but a bare compliment, 
But an you do flatter, methinks the compliment 
will favour more of untruth, than did the flattery, 
but thus it goes with our flippery world, 

Paf. Who is it comes this way? 

Fia. Let us retire, 

Perchance it may be one of our purfuers. 

Fool. An thowlt liften awhile tome Ill tell 
thee thou need’fl not fear, *tis but the Poft on's 
way to your father’s palace. 


Enter Post. 


Paf. Friend, thou out runneft almoft {peed it- 
felf ; 
Whither ar’t bound ? 
Pojt. Tam for London, Sir. 
Paf. Nay ftop one moment, I conjure thee ftop ! 
Say what thefe tidings that demand fuch hafte ? 
Poft. “Lhat which my packets do contain. 
Paf. An thou will tell me their contents, there's 
gold. 
fool, 
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Fool. Now, r'troth, thou’lt unlock letters, 
packets, and all, look, look, the knave doth han- 
dle it with good grace, firrah an thou play’dft on 
David’s harp, thy fingers ne’er wou’d move fo 
glibly o’er the ftrings, as o’er yon gold, do’ft hear 
me. 

Poft. Thy gold indeed doth pleafe, it fills my 

purie, 
And though it fhould not, yet what matters it ? 
Tam well fee’d for telling that alone, 
Which every fimple peafant foon muft know, 
Then thus it is; Vortigern is accus’d 
Of the bafe murder of Conftantius ! 
fla. Heavens ! 
Poft. Yea, and even now the Princes marching 
hither 
From Scotland, with them bring a numerous 
army. 

Paf. Alas my father! yet I do befeech. thee, 

How know they this? Who was’t inftructed 


them? 
Poff. Switt meffengers difpatch’d by friends to 
Rome, 


Further I know not—therefore muft away 
[Exit Poft. 
Fool. Go to, goto, I do believe thee; marry 
an thou art humble, thy purfe is fomewhat proud- 
er. Good Sir, wer’t not beft we put on, Tam 
faint at heart ; marry ’tis pity my wits did not fill 
their owner, as well as thofe who do beg them. 
Paf. Let’s on, and yet what courfe is’t fit we 
take? 
The night doth throw his footy mantle round, 
And robs us of the cheering light of day. 
Fig, Oh! Wou’d this night cou’d pluck my 
forrow from me, 


Or 
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Or that the long eternal fleep of death 
Wou’d clofe life’s wretched, weary pilgrimage. 

Paf. Ob! Sifter an thou lov’ft me grieve not fo. 

Fia. \f charity be meek, fo will I be, 

And where thou lead’ft, refign’d T’ll follow thee. 

Fool. Marry, an you'll liften to a fool, perchance 
he may for once fpeek wifely. 

Paf. Out with thy council then. 

Fool. Thus it is—chance hath made me your 
fool, and chance will now that your fool {peak 
fomething like wifdom; marry is not this the 
road to Scotland? Do’ft underitand me? 

Paf. Truly, 1 underftand thee. 

Fool. To’t again, what fay’ft thou o’joining the 
young Princes on their march ? 

Paf. It is moft wifely utter’d, my good Fool. 
Come gentle fifter, we'll to th’f{kirt o’th’ wood, 
And find fome cottage that may ferve to night, : 
As ’twere a palace—all will yet be well. vel 

[ Exeunt. z 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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Vor. Feo you have been explained our late 
difpatches, 
Say, did we not invite thefe Princes home, 
And tender them the crown? Yet we do find 
They come with foreign aid ard civil war, 
To bear the {way and empire over us : 
Can any prefent fay why this fhou’d be? 
1/t. Bar. No! they’re the fons of our late King, 
He true, 
As fuch, the elder doth by right inherit 
The crown and kingdom, and in their defence, 
Our lives, yea, and our very beft heart’s blood 
Were truly offer’d, which we now revoke. 
And fince they tear the bowels of our land, 
And come with blood and naked fword to court us, 
We'll to the field, and when bright victory 
Hath with the facred laure] bound our brows, 
The Princes’ heads in triumph thall be borne 
Throughout our ranks ; rebellion’s juft reward ! 
end. Bar. Then are they traitors to their God 
and country. 
3d. Bar. And as the crown is now untenanted, 
"Tis fit the moft deferving brow fhou'd wear it. 
ft. Bar. Wf any one there be that doth deferve it, 
*Tis he that hath it even now in truft. 
All, Then be it his! 


iff. Bar, 
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ift. Bar. Girt tight the drum, and found yon 
brazen trumpet, 
| Let it proclaim aloud, our firm decree : 
_ Aurelius and his brother both are traitors, 
And ’gainft their mother country do rebel. 
[Trumpet founds. 
end. Bar. Nay, ftop not there; but let them 
bellow on, 
Till with their clamorous noife they fhame the 
thunder, 
And o’er the earth, and e’en to heaven proclaim, 
Vortigern our King! our lawful fov’reign. 
Vor. The exigencies of the ftate demand 
My quick confent, I therefore give it you. 
And when the crown fhall on my front be bound, 
My faithful foul fhall prize the facred truft, 
My arm be nerv’d to fight in its defence. 
Barons. All hail great Vortigern of Britain King! 


[Trumpet founds. ay, 
Vor. My lords, vain compliment would fuit A 
but ul “< 
The prefent time, I therefore briefly thank you: oe 
But ere we part I fain would crave your hearing. —- 
Our troops have now been long difus’d to war, a 
Yet do not think I mean their fame to tarnifh, a) 


Or on a Briton throw the damned flur 

Of thameful cowardice, no, my good lords ! 
But though their ribs do ferve as caftle walls, 
And faft imprifon their ftrong lion hearts, 
Yet e’en the lion, when full gorg’d with food, 
Will bafk, and tamely lay him down to fleep ; 
Then in fuch fort, hath undifturbed peace, 
And want of cuftom, (nature’s fubftitute, 
That changes e’en our very properties ) 
Soften’d their manhood. Then ’twere policy 


That we fhould court the Saxons to our aid. 
£ 
Ehis 
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This too wil in our Britons raife the flame 

Of bright and generous emulation. 

Say, lords! doth this my propofition pleafe you ? 
iff. Bar. \We do approve, and thank its noble 

author. 
Vor. You, my good lord, then do I here de- 
pute, 

Jointly with Catagrine our fecond born, 

That you with {peed 1 epair to Saxony ; 

Our eldeft fhall at home command the Britons, 

Time needs your hafte, therefore ufe no delay, 

Your country calls, fo look you quick obey. 


[ Exeunt. 


> CoE Nee ee 
A diftant View of the Sea. 


Enter Aurecrus and Urer, (with the Scottifh 
avy) as juft difembarked, habited as Britons. 


Aur. O ese foil, bleft mother earth, hail to 
thee 
Fain wou + my feet play wanton on thy breaft, 
And fkip with joy to tread thee once again. 
Tis not to wound thee that I thus do come 
In glitt’ring {teel and dire array of war, 
But as m y right to io thee for mine own. 
Urer. Brother, each lip for thee fends forth 
bleffing ; 
And with the {mile that buds on ev'ry face, 
Alike expands a ray of happinefs. 
Never did I before blame nature’s work, 
But now I fain wou’d quarrel with her hefts, 
For that in me, fhe caus’d a lack of years; 


3 


Elfe 


mine | 


| Fim 


To have a crown and kingdom at command 


Is but as drofs; but thus to have them come, 
NA t 


| Might from their airy beds the angels draw 


Lo tafte the joys of this our mortal earth. 
Throughout the camp now all is huth’d in filence, 
And Morpheus, with his leaden wings out{pread, 
Fath on. each eyelid laid the weight of lumber. 
[ Exit Urer. 
Aur, Then, as the general, the tafk is mine 
To thank that mighty God whofe name alone 
Doth carry awe, and ftrikes the foul with fear. 


_ Here proftrate then I fall before thy face, 


And, tho’ unworthy of thy mercy, pray ;— 


lf giant form doth more enlarge the mind, 
Would that my front did with the mountains Vie; 


| That fo my heat amazed brain might work 
| Thoughts fuiting more this vatt immenfity ! 


O moit expanded, O moft fertile mind! 

When thou would’ft copulate with thoughts like 
this, . : 

Thou art mere nothingnefs; or when the lips 

Do pour forth boifterous and high founding words, 

They back again to the poor mortal brain, 

And {coff at thy prefumption. 

‘* O God! why fhou’d I, a mere fpeck on earth, 

** ‘Tear thoufands from their wives, children, and 
‘* homes! 

“ O! wherefore from this tranfitory fleep, 

* That now doth fteal from them their inward 
*< cares, 

‘€ Should I fend thoufands to cold dreary death ? 

***Tis true, lama King, and what of that ? 

“* Is not life dear to them, as ’tis to me? 
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«© OQ! peafant, envy not the prince’s lot ; 

‘¢ Thy page in life’s great book is not foul charg’d, 
« And like to ours befmear’d with dying breaths. 
«‘ O! had I lives myfelf enough to an{wer 

‘ The ravenous and greedy Jaws of death, 

‘© That will on thefe my friends, my foldiers, 

‘¢ Such havoc make, and wanton gluttony! 

«‘ Father of mercy, great God, {pare this blood ! 
$ And if I muft alone receive the c crown, 

“ Bedeck’d with purple gore, I here refign it.”’ 


[ Exit. 


Enter CATAGRINUS, Henoist avd Horsus, with 
Saxon Troops, in grand Procefhon. 


Cata. Here let: us halt, and let the trumpet 


| 17 rt 
10u nay 


| Trumpet founds, ee appears on the walls. 
MF. Say, be ye friends or foes? 

Cata. My fathei fent us hence to Saxony ; 
Go, fay our embafly 1s now fulfill’d ; 

Arete. founds. 

Yet foft, that found proclaims his quick approach. 

Heng. Throughout the ranks let each man be 

prepar’d, 


i QO hail Our new al] lV, Ki i ne Vortigern. 


SCENE 


ARS 
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So Cath aw bent LV. . 
Gates open. 


VORTIGERN appears in Robes of Mayjefty, followed 
by the Barons and Britifp Troops. 


CaTacRinus kneels to VORTIGERN. 


Vor. Rife, my dear fon! thou’rt welcome here 
again, 
And you, brave Saxons, greet we to our land. 


Heng. We comme, great fir, to fight in thy de- 
fence, 


And trom thy kingdom wipe away rebellion. 
Vor. Give me thy hand, brave General, and 


| with it, 4 
_ Exchange we mutually a foldier’s faith. WY 
_ Here let our Britith troops in friendfhip join, 2 
_ And with the Saxons fhare our prefent joy. 18% 


[ Exeunt. 


Sa NB eae 
The Country. 
Enter Fuavia, Pascenrivus, and Foot. 


Pa/. Why fifter thus fhou’d grief ufurp thy 
cheek ? t 


.O mingle not fo much of lily die 


With thy {weet rofy blood, thou’rt cold as death, 
Pine not in filence thus! 


Fila. 1'll fit me down and court {weet mufic’s aid- 


D2 She 
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She fings. 


a 


She fang while from her eye ran down 
The fil ery « ee of forrow, 
From grief the ftole uway the crown, 
Sweet patience too sa] borrow. 
Penfive fhe fat while fortune frown’d, 
And fmiling woo’d fad melancholy. 


te 


Keen aneuifh fain wou’d turn her heart, 
Anan four he: - gentle mind ; 
But charity fill kept her part, 
And meceknefs to her foul did bind. 
She bow’d content, 
Heav’d forth one fich, 
Sang, wept, then turn’d to melancholy. 


Ill. 


Carelefs her locks around her hung, 
And ftrove to catch each dewy tear 
The plaintive i, in | pity fung, 
And breath’d his forrow in her ear. 
Amaz’d fhe look?d 
And thank’c his S care, 
Then funk once more to to melancholy. 


Paf. O! why fing thus? thou doft join woe 
to woe, 
Thy grief methinks demands more cheering notes. 
Fla. Oh! brother, this {trange frame that keeps 
in life, 
Is almoft fick and weary of its tenant, 
Tho’ 
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Tho’ fhort hath been its courfe, yet fickle for- 
tune 

Hath with it wanton made, and blown it 

To and fro, a toy for this merc’le{s world. 

Paf. Liften, I pray thee now, to reafon’s voice ; 
Were it not ftrange, if thou alone fhou’d’ft {cape 
The numerous ills and buffets of the world? 

Fool. Vtroth, thou haft wifely fpoken. 

Paf. Doft think fo, my good Fool ? 

Fool, Marry, aye, ‘do tr an I'll tell thee why, 
thy f{peech hath not wearied the Fool, therefore 
*tis a wife {peech. 

Paf. Thou’rt then a judge 

Fool. Aye, anda righteous one ue doft mark 
me, ’tis your Fool alone will make a true report. 

Paj. 1 underftand thee not. 

Fool. ‘The more’s the pity. He that doth, or 
well fpeak, or write, will be prais’d by fools 

only, for look ye, envy doth fting thofe that have 
knowledge, and makes them fear left their wife 
heads fhould be outwitted, therefore again, ’tis 
your Fool alone that 1s your peat judge, caufe 
forfooth, his brains are not in plenty ; but thofe 
which he hath are at’s own difpofal. 

Paf. This road methinks hou’ d lead us on our 

way 
To the Prince’s camp! Fool, go you on before. 
| As they retire, aie, eae and Soldiers. 
Capt. Not quite fo faft, good mafter, prithee 


halt. 

fla. What, guards! O brother, now we are 
Reape 

Paf. ¢ calm, be calm, the troops are not my 
rae her <i 


Wil’t pleafe you, fir, inform us whence ye came? 
Capt, From Scotland, fir. 
D 3 Fla. 
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Fila. Then O good heav’ns protect me! 
Paf. And who 1s your commander ? 
Capt. One whofe merit 
Outweighs whatever yet did breathe on earth ; 
If ye be Britons, as your looks befpeak, 
Then th ew your wonted quality of juftice ; 
Did ye not ’fore the awful face of Heaven. 
Berrian Conftantius as your lawful King, 
When on his head was pour’d the facred ail ? 
Paf. But he is now no more. 
Capt. Yet hath he two {fons living, 
Whofe fouls, for puri ity, I can compare 
Unto this bright unfpotted canopy. 
Paf. Are ye e bound towards the camp ? 
Ca pi. We are, and if you’re upright men and 
true, 
Thither you’ll follow, and there wield the fword 
For juftice, truth, and your anointed King. 
Yet in this hallow’d caufe we wou’d not force 
you, 
But lead into the fold with gentlenefs, 
Each th ifcP that may unknowingly have ftrayed, 
And broke from out its bounds, and flowery paf- 
ture, 


af. Proceed then, and we’ll follow ; tell me, 
fitter 
mos not your heart beat high? 

Fila. Yea, it {wells fo, this little breaft in truth, 
an eae contain it, 
How fhall we bear the meeting? 

Fool. I troth, merrily, merrily as I do;.’tis true 
Tama Briton, but then am I not a Fool? And 
ne’er will I put my folly to the teft! Think’ft 
thou ll rifk my brains for mine anointed King? 


Nay, 


2 


abi 
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| Nay, nay, in this affair mine heels fhall be my 
| guide, and quick teach me the way to run. 

[ Exeunt. 


SC. be NAB VI. 
A Chamber in the Palace. 


Enter’ Epmunpa, and Attendants. 


Edm. Y will not to my chamber then I tell 
| ye. 
| if. Maid. Befeech you madam to return again, 
For fo.did your phyfician order— 
dm. Come hither pretty maid, look at me 


well ; éi 

Now fay, hath he fo order’dit, or not? & 

: ift. Maid. Indeed he hath. red 
| Edm. Nay, get thee gone,—a maid, and ftill fo oe 
| falfe ! Re 
| Go to, live I not yet? Am I then call’d ? eA 


| And hath my fweet-heart death yet fondly clafp'd 
me ; 

Say ! hath the heavy pafling bell yet founded, 
And hail’d me to my fnug and chilly chamber? 
and. Maid. Madam, I fear your reafon wanders. 
| Edm. Aye, aye! I underftand thee, it is flown 5 
| My poor brain, alas! is fore diftemper'd. 
[Strikes her forehead. 
| Sweet, fweet, come from yon branch here’s 

food for thee, 
| My pretty birds come back, I will not harm ye, 
| My bofom as your little neft is warm, 
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And is as foft, aye, and full of comfort too; 
Nay ftop! it is too warm, come not! ’twill burn 
re. 
2nd. Maid. My tears do flow for her fo plente- 
oufly, 
That I have left in me no power to help her. 
Edm. O! you great Gods! why pelt ye thus 
my brain, 
And with your thunders loud, caufe fuch dire out- 
rage 
Within this little ball, this, O! this nothing ! 
Tell me high Heaven, is this your juftice ? 
Did I not nourifh them, aye, teach them, love 
them? 
Yes, little drops, Oh! come, cool my poor face ; 
peak ! aye, ye come I know to fay I did. 
Now, pleafe your highnefs, and what wou’d you 
more? 
Say, are not here a hoft of witneffes ? 
Longer, O let me not detain the Court, 
For in fuch plenty they do now ruth forth, 
That you, Sir, you who fill yon feat of juttice, 
Mutt throw away your gown and {wim for life. 
1f/t. Maid. Will’t pleafe we lead you in? 
Edm. Vgin indeed to think I do need fupport, 
For [am even weaker than a babe. 
Huth! huth! come hither both, I'll tell ye fome- 
thine; 
Now then your ears, I’m mad, ha! ha! ha! 
Say ! is not this Whitfuntide? 
2nd. Maid. Aye an’t pleafe you madam. 
Edin, Then liften. 
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Laftt Whitfunday they brought me 
Rofes, and lilies fair, 
Violets too they gave me 
To bind my auburn hair; 
| But then my face look’d {miling, 
: Caufe that my babes were near, 
Now yon ftinging nettle bring, 
’T will better fuit this tear. 


How like you this? 
ift. Maid. Excellently well, madam. 
Edn.The time hasbeen! when thusthou might’ft 
have faid, 
What, muft thefe poor eyes never fee them 
more? 
And have I need of thefe vile rags; off! off ! 


ll follow thee to th’extreme point o’th’ world, ” 

And naked bear the icy mountains cold, : 

‘And the dread fcorches o’that ball of fire re 
| ?Till I have found them 1’the antipodes ; ay: 
| Shou’d I not mect them there, | will rail fo!—_— Dif 
| Pardon thefe ftarts! in troth I will not harm ye, Ne 
| Indeed, indeed,I’m wrong’d' moft fadly wrong’d ! )..4 


Did thefe fweet notes then charm ye? then I'll 
die, 
For look you, I will then fing {weeter far, 


| 

| Than dying {wan at ninety and nine years! 

| Lack, lack, a day! Pm faint! your arm {weet 

| maid. 

| ‘There is my gage, farewell; good night, {weet ! 

| good night a [ Exeunt. 
END OF THE THIRD ACT. 


y 


TRL. HO) BRM OFA SS 


VORTIGERN. 


AssCrre IV. | 
SCENE I. 


AURELIUS’ Camp. 


Enter Avretivs, Urer, Pascentivs, aad 


FLAVIA. 


Aur. You then efcaped difguifed in man’s 
attire ? 
Fla, *Tis true I did, but ne’er did rapier yet 
Adorn a fide lefs fitting to fupport it. 
Aur. To you Pafcentius my beft thanks are 
due. 
Paf. Nay, nay, ’tis little that to me you owe. 
Fila, Indeed, but for his aid, I long ere this 
Flad broke my facred vow, and wedded death. 
Uter. Brother, the enemy is near at hand, 
Straight let us forth, and range our troops for 
battle. 
fur. Go you before and fwift I'll follow. 
Now to thy care my deareft friend, I truft 
Thy beauteous fifter, and my {weeteft love. 
Should victory proclaim the day our own, 
All will be well; but fhou’d the lofs be ours, 
To Heav’ns juft guard I muft refign you both, 
Two trufty fervants have I placed without, 
Who will conduct you weftward of our camp, 


If 
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'If we be beaten, thither we'll tetreat: 
Hafte! fare thee well, {weet love. 
Fla. This token let me brace around ‘thine 
arm, 
Think of me in the field, nor let revenge 
| Blot from thy gen’rous breaft the fenfe of pity. 
| Aur. OQ} cruel fortune, fo foon to wrench from 
me 
| This lovely form, to fteal this beauteous hand, 
| And offer to my gtafp this weighty {fteel. 
| [ Exeunt. 
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SC BIN, B1 eil. 
The Camp of WHenaist. 
Enter Faencist and Horsvs. 


Heng. Wave Vortigern’s brave fons yet ta’en 
* their ftation? 
Hor. Yea, to our right the Briton’s ftrength is 
form’d. 
Heng. Then bid them wait the ene mies attack. 
[Exit Hor. 
Now, O ye Gods! prove but propitious to me, 
And yield me but the victory this day: 
A mightier force I’ve fummon’d to this ifland, 
And with them m ry fair daughter will arrive; 
If then her beauty catch this vicious King, 
E’en as mine own I'll hail this fertile thas 
And thefe brave Britons by my arts and arms, 
Bind to a foreign yoke, [ Exit. 


SCENE 


he vey ‘eS ah OF a, : wy Ts 


Pek 


- amd 
eM * bo GD 


VORTIGERN., 


SCENE If. 
A Wood. 


Enter Britons and Saxons, they encounter the 
Scots, and after a hard conteft, the Scots are 
defeated. 


Enter Aurevius and Utrr: 


Aur. O brother! fortune frowns, the day is 
loft. 
Uter. But it hath coft them dear! 
Rally then our troops, and march them towards the 
Welt. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE lig: 
Another Part of the Field. 


Enter Fravia and PAscENTIUS. 


Paf. Be of good cheer, tho’ they have loft the 
day, 


Yet was the victory moft dearly bought, 
The Scots too in good order have retir’d, 


Enter Horsus. 


Say, what’s thy bufinefs in this bloody field, 
And who’s that maid who bears thee company? 
It 
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It fhould feem that thou haft fought and con- 
quer’d, 


And haft in triumph feiz’d on this fair prize. 
Paf. 1, Sir, am her protector. 
Hor. If thou’lt refign her,‘here is gold for thee. 
Paf. Although my peafant habit fhews me 
poor, 
| Yet covers it a foul that boldly fcorns thee ; 
I am a Briton, Sir, will that fuffice thee ? 
Hor. Vile ftripling! doft thou know me ? 
Paf. I do not. 
Hor. Thou fhalt repent this! 
Pof, Approach her not, if yet thou lov’ft thy- 
felf. 
Hor. Thy lack of years doth fave thee from my 
wrath, 
Thou beardlefs boy who thus doth ape the man, 
Once more I tell thee! 
Fla. O Pafcentius, O my brother! 


Paf. Fear not, he fhall not harm thee gentle 1 Gf 
Flavia. ws 

(To Horfus.) Infolent prefumptuous flave ! what UE 
would’ft thou? p: 

Hor. Vl make thee dearly anfwer for thy rafh- tall 
ne{s. [They fight, and Horfus falls. BN 

O Iam wounded ! {peak, what is thy name? a 


But thou art brave, and I forgive thee this. 
Good youth approach, I fain would tell thee fome- 
thing, 

But O! I’m faint, death’s cold and heavy hand 

Doth reft like ice upon my parting foul. 

Go to the King I pray ,thee, 

Bid him beware of Henaitt. [ Dies. 
Paf. 1 now lament the deed that I have done. 


Fia. O fadly doth repentance fit on us, 
Paf. 


Te a ~The ete. oa oC on P 5 , = 
LIE ED "SM OFS: STS 


- —— ey 0m 
td AY ie a Aer 


46 VORTIGERN. 
Paf. How foon this lord of the creation dies ; 
The errant’{t coward now may fpurn at him! 
Fla, Sure he did make fome mention of our 
father, 
sind bade us tell him to beware of Hengitft. 
Paf. Something methinks he {poke to that ef. 


fect, 


This muft our father know. | Exeuut. 


9 CE N-E, V. 
A Wood. 
Enter Hunetst and Officer. 


Heng. Hath Horfus yet been found? 
Off, Thrice hath the 
been fearch’d, 
But all in vain. 
Heng. Then have 1 loft my firft, my deareft 
friend, 
if he be Hala? by the great Gods I {wear, 
{ will revenge him on t hefe Scottifhmen ; 
But whither are the Princes now retir’d ? 
Off. ‘Towards Badon Hill. 
Heng. How fare our troops? 
Off. But ill, nay, very ill. 
Heng. ladeuad and fayeft thou fo? 
Off. The day was bloody and it coft us dear, 


The Scots were firm, and fought us man to man; 
Four thoufand lives Hg los 


Heng. Good Heav’ns ! 


field with ereateft care 


Enter another Officer. 
What’s thy bufinefs? 
and. Of. 


Pei ae 


VORTIGERN. 4? 
end. Off. Fourteen thoufand troops have join’d 


| our army, 
| And with them your daughter; but look, the 


comes ! 
Enter ROWENA. 


Heng. Welcome Rowena! 


(Rowena kneels.) 


Row. O! joy once more to fee my father’s 
face. 
Heng. Rife, rife my child ! 
Row. Firft with my kiffes let me ’dew this 
hand ; 
And with thefe arms embrace my father’s neck. 


Enter Soldier. 


Sold. From London, Vortigern is on his march ! 


And coines in hafte to greet your late fuccefs. << 
Heng. ’Tis well! go flraight, put all in readi- — 
neis. — 
Retire! I wou’d be private with my daughter. Ni 
Off. We obey, my lord. [ Exeunt Officers. ey, 


Heng. Daughter, thou heard’{t but now o’th’ 
King’s approach. 
Row. Your Officer fo exprefs’d it! 
Heng. True! and do’ft hear, much refts with 
thee to do. 
Row. If ought, dear father, my poor fervices 
Can aid thee, but command ;—and Il obey. 
Heng. Thus then it is—I fhall prepare a feaft, 
And greet the King with joy and merriment ; 
Women 
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VORTIGERN. 


Enter RowENa, 


Ye heavenly powers! what lovely maid is this, 
Whofe form might raife the blufh in Dian’s 
cheek? 
Heng. Rowena, Sir, my daughter, and your 
flave. 


(Rowena kneels.) 


Row. All hail, great King! 

Vor. O thou moft lovely maiden! 
Here let me pledge thee in this golden cup. 
On its {mooth brim I pray thee print a kifs, 
That fo I may inhale the rofeate {weets, 
And tafte the nectar of thofe vermil lips. 

[Takes the cup and drinks. 
This feat is empty, fair Rowena, take an 
And wou’d it were that which Jove’s wife doth 
hold ! 

Cata. It is Edmunda’s place, the queen’s, our 

mother’s. 

Vor. Peace! fhe is unworthy of that flation. 

Wort. She, Sir, is queen, and tho’ fhe is not 

refent, 
Mott righteoufly the law awards it her. 
She that ufurps it,. breaks that facred law— 

Vor. How, do ye murmur, muft I then humble 
And ftoop the neck to bear my children’s yoke ? 
Begone, I fay, left that my prefent wrath 
Make me forget the place by blood I hold, 

And break the tie ’twixt father and his child. 

Wort. We fhall retire, my lord! 

Vor: Frere: fit, bright maid, if I prefage not 

vainly, 


E Thou 


BO VORTIGERN. 
Thou fhalt, ere long, have right to take this 
place. 
Row. How can I merit love of fuch a King? 
An humble vaffa] only. 
Vor. Thy meeknefs and fair looks have won my 


| foul, 
O! let by tongue here title me thy lord! 
Row. Already, Sir, have I avow’d you King. 


Vor. And therefore here 1 do proclaim thee 
Queen. 

Good Hengitt teak ! wilt thou confent hereto? 
Heng. My lord! that honour is too weighty. 
Vor. Then {peak, my lords, what fay ye to my 

choice? 

True, I am DAATHeGs and my wife doth live ; 

Yet none methinks by law can here be bound, 

When the dread wrath of Heav’n doth thew itfelf, 

And on his wedded wife doth fend down madnefs. 

1f?. Lord. Methinks the law fhou’d then pro- 


then voids und here I ple dge myfelf, 
ovely maiden to my wife. 
Te e) eee good Hengift, we refien all Kent, 
A ow Lede C mt pit 2 ee As 
AS alure earneit of our future bounty ; 
roclaim it in the camp, and let each man 
Receive in largets % om our royal coffers, 
Phat mafly ore, which long hath lain entomb’d, 
3 
And now fhall well reward our foldier’s toils. 
2nd Lord. Vhe law allows not this, it 1s not 


1uftice. 
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3rd. Lord. That power lies in the Barons, not 
the vik 
Vor. What! dare ye then difpu it? 


All but ft. toh d We do. 
ard. J Lord. And while the pow’r remains that’s 
vefted in us, 


We 
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We ne’er will countenance fuch vile injuftice, 
That tramples en our deareft country’s rights. 
Vor. Take heed, left you repent this your rafh- 
nefs. [ Axeunt Lords. 


SCENE clofes, VortTiGERN comes forward. 


Vor. O! thefe vile petty kings do make more 
uproar 
®’en than above, the thund’ring god himfelf. 
‘Yo-morrow be the nuptials then proclaim’d ; 
And that Guorongus, that proud lord of Kent, 
Who boldly in our prefence call’d for juftice, 
His lands, his property, and all his titles, 
We do inveft in Hengift and his line. 
[ Hengift bows. 
Vor. to Row. Give me thy hand ; let us retire, 
my Queen! | Exennt. 


SCORN Ea VAL: 


An Anti-Chamber. 
Enter WORTIMERUS and CATAGRINUS., 


Wort. Shall we in quiet tamely fuffer this? 
See our moft excellent and gentle mother, 
In bold defiance of all facred laws, 
So bately treated? 

Cata. Do they then think our fubftance form’d 

of flint ; 
Or that our hearts are adamant itfelf? 
Where is our brother? our deareft fitter? 
E 2 1 fear, 


52 VORTIGERN. 
I fear, indeed, they had juft caufe for flight. 
Wort. Let’s to the Princes, and our troops will 
follow. 


They like not the rude treatment of thefe Saxons! 
Cata. I do accept thine offer. 


Enter Lords. 


2nd Lord. Moft gentle Princes, whither are ye 


bound ? 

Wort. To quit oppreffion, and to feek for 
juftice. 

3rd. Lord. Under your banners then we do 
enlift. 


Cata. Speak, what hath now been done that 
thus ye quit 
Your King, your country, and your weighty 
truft? 
2nd Lord. The King, on the pretext of malady, 
Mott bafely hath diyure’d your mother from him, 
And means to take Rowena for his wife. 
Wort. Gods! 
2ud. Lord. And, her proud father, Hengift, to 
enrich, 
He hath defpoil’d me of mine heritage, 
And from my fweet, my lovely babes cut off 
Their rights, and ta’en from me my vatt 
eltate. 
Wort. Then look you quick repair towards our 
camp, 
Thither in fecret we'll convey our mother ; 
50 fare ye well, good lords. [| Exeunt. 
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| SoGRON EY VILL 


Enter AuRELius, Urer, Pascentivs, and 
FLAvIA. 


Aur. Though bloody battle calls us forth again, 
| Pll rather part with life, with all on earth, 
Than leave thee, Flavia, unprotected. 
Uter. Hengift hath pitch’d on t’other fide of 
Badon ; 
The noftfe of arms, and diftant hum of foldiers, 
Befpeak their hafty preparation ; 
‘Twere beft to attack them early in the morn. 
Aur. Then be it fo. 
Paf. And yet I muft not ’gainft my father arm! rG 
fla. Indeed, thou’dft arm againft thy fifter too; ‘¢ 
Who wou'd protect me then, or calm my fear ; e 
Who fit and tell me tales of hope? O! no one: . 
It were too much, you cannot, mutt not leave me. Nii 


Enter Officer. 


Off. Two fons of Vortigern do crave admit- 
tance. 


Enter WorTIMERUS and CATAGRINUS. 


Wort. My brother and my fifter here! 

Cata. O' joy unthought of! Oh! unlook’d-for 
blifs ! 

Fla, Say! fpeak! how fares it with my gentle 
mother? 


E 3 Wort. 
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Wort. Befeech thee, afk me not of her fad ftory. 

Fla, Sad, fay’{t thou? Heav’n forefend; the is 
not dead? | 

Wort. Calm thyfelf, deareft fitter, fhe lives full. 

Fla. O! where, where, tell me, that with thefe 
moift tears 

J may rain comfort on her wounded foul. 
Wort. Let us retire. 


(ry 


SCENE “IX. 


Enter the Saxon and Britifh Armies; they fight, and 


se 2 re Y Bo Py a 
the Saxons are roufed. 


Luter Henecist and Officer. 


Bid him to London fpeedily repair ; 

Away, away, tarry not on your life. 

A curfe upon his fons for quitting us ; 
Shou’d they but follow up this victory, 

My hopes, my every with, for ever’s blafted. 


Exter WoRTIMERUS. 


Heng. Vile traitor both to your liege king and 
father, 
What blafted fiend; blacker than hell itfelf, 
Cou’d prompt thee to this damned treachery ¢ 
Wort. Can’ft thou, vile Saxon, thou bafe brag- 
gart, afk it? 
’Tis thou, and on thy foul I’ll prove it fo. 
Teng. Afk where’s thy queen, and then I'll 
anfwer thee ! 
Wort. 
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Wort. Dares thus thy tongue with notes un- 


mannerly 
My heart-ftrings tear afunder? Fiend, have at 
thee. [ They fight, Hengift falls. 


Heng. Thine hand be blafted for this fatal blow. 
And muft then all my hopes he buried here ? 
Wort.Yea,and thou need’ft not much of Kent’s 
domain, 
A little mole-hill now will ferve ! 


Heng. Yet chance one lives, that may avenge | 


this deed’; 
Tis the brave Horfus, ’tis my noble friend. 
Wort. He fought his laft,— 
On him were found the fecrets of thy plot : 
Wou’dft thou not have enthrall’d my countrymen; 
Was not thy daughter to have bafely poifon’d 
Her king, and hufband, and then wert not thou 
To have feiz’d the crown? O! villain! villain! 
traitor ! 
Heng. Yea, all, had I but liv’d a little longer. 
Hell, fwallow me not up! nor ope thy jaws 
So wide. The fiends do tug and ftrain my heart- 


firings, 
They burft, they crack—Oh! curs’d ambition ! 
Ont [ Dies. 


Enter CATAGRINUS. 


Gata. All, all is ours, the ranks are broken— 
They fly before us, come, let’s follow them. 
Good heav’ns, who’s this? 

[ Looking to the body of Hengijt. 

Wort. Hengift himfelf. 

Gata. What, was it thou that this vile monfter 

fell?'d? 


E 4 Wort 
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VORTIGERN. 
Wort. Ay, marry; but he fought indeed like 
one 
That begg’d a little time to fave his foul. 
Cata. Our father hath towards London ta’en 
his flight, 
But yet Rowena 1s our prifoner. 
Wort. That’s well indeed! come let us on and 
join them. [ Exeunt. 
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Cre NUS XxX. 
VoRTIGERN’s Palace. 
Enter VOR TIGERN and ift. Baron. 


ift. Bar. Speed, my moft gracious lord, think 
on your fafety, 


They courfe your troops, and dreadful is the car- 
nage, 
Vor. Where are my fons? 
ift. Bar. Let not your tongue curfe me when I 
fhall fay. ; 
¥or. Speak quick ! 
1/t. Bar, With all their troops they join’d the 
enemy, 
And took with them their mother. 


Enter Officer. 


Vor, Well, Sir, and what more tidings do you 
bring ? 

Off. To London’s lofty walls they follow’d us. 

Yor, I care not an’ they follow’d you to hell: 

Speak, 


\ 
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Speak, vaffal! coward, {peak ! where 1s Rowena? 
Of. Alas, I fear me, Sir, the’s ta’en a prifoner. 
Vor. Then all is loft indeed!—Thou {weeteft 
death ! 
Bury but in this bofom thy fell dart, 
And I will blefs thee for the gentle deed, 
Of. Shall I go forth, my lord, and man the 
walls ? 
Vor. Doas thou wilt,;-—— 
Good friend, I’d {peak with thee. 
Off. What, Sir, are your commands? 
Vor. Vhou art an old and ever faithful fervant. 
Off. My means have not kept pace with my 
defires. 
Vor. 1 know thee well! wou’dft thou not ferve 
me, friend? 


Of. Aye, my good lord! put me but to the 
teft, 


_And you fhall fee me fmile at death himfelf. 


Vor. | take thee at thy word; hold here my 
{word, 


And but one friendly office render me ; 
Flinch not, firike deep and home ; here lies my 
heart. 


Of. O! if each drop that were to iffue from 
thee, 


Were a moft precious jewel, and the whole 


Were my reward, by heav’n I wou’d not do’t ! 
Vor. Thou coward, what, afraid? O! fhame, 
fie on’t. 
Of. Confider, Sir, your Queen yet lives. 
Vor. Thou art in the right; to arms then; 
out, 
Bring me my burnithed fhield, my weighty a i 
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A 58 VOR TIGERWN) 
And man the northern gate, let every bell 
Sound forth each brazen note until it roufe 
Our tombed fathers from their filent graves, 
To come and aid us at this pinch of time. 
Ring till the very fteeples totter down. 
Mark well my orders, he that flinches, dies. 
Jf ought of murmur’s heard, choak it wit! 
death. 


Away, away, and now for victory. 
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SCENE I: 


Apartment in VORTIGERN’S Palace. 


EpMUNDA on a Couch, 


FLAVIA and PASCENTIUS. 
Soft Mujfic. 


Edm. TNDEED, my gentle maid, indeed, 
thou’rt kind, 

And by thofe tears that glaze thy lovely eyes, 
“T'would feem that truly thou did’ft pity me. 

Fla. Pity thee, O Gods! 

Edm. Nay, wherefore weep ye both, 
"Tis long, long fince I was thus kindly treated, 
Your pardon, but I fear you fcoff at me. 

Paf. Doth the yet know you? 

fila. Wou’d.to Heaven the did. 

Edm. And yet there was a maid that once did 

love me, 

Heigh ho! the went alack! I know not whither, 
Thou ne’er did’ft fee her, elfe what I thal fay 
Methinks wou’d make thee vain, but yet indeed, 
Thou 
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Thou feem’f{t right well to ape her pretty mans | 
ners. 


Fla, ‘This is too much, I cannot bear all this. 
Edm. Nay, nay, why thou’d’ft thou wail and 
tremble fo? 
“Till this I thought that grief was only mine; 
Tt is not fair to rob me of all comfort, 
} thought thee honeft, but indeed the world 
Doth flatter, fawn, and ftroke upon the face, 
And fadly cenfure when the back is turn’d. 
Paf. QO! deareft mother, fay, doft thon not 
know me? | 
idm. Aye, aye, right well, thou’rt one by® 
name aman: | 
Thy form 1s well cnough, and thou may’ft pafs; 
But haft thou a heart for melting pity? 
For better be a brute, —— 
Than lack it under that moft godlike form : 
And yet I do thee wrong,—tor even now 
Thou didft add graces to that manly cheek, 
With {calding tears! and for whom do you this $ 
For one that neither afks, nor merits it. 


Enter WortTIMERUS and CATAGRINUS. 


Wort. How doth fhenow? 

Paf. Alas! fhe wanders yet, her mind’s difeas’d. 

Hla. Tam that maiden loft, your loving daugh- 
Cer. 

Edm. Bring here my glaffes, ftand before me 
here | 


Now, 


eel 
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i Now, now, I'll judge thee well, I’ll {ee this {traight 
And firft her look was mild, in this thou’lt do; 

/Then fhe was kind, moft excellent, and good, 

} Well, and fo feemeft thou ; now for the laft, 

)O! her heart was, but thine I cannot fee, 

| There thou deceiveft me, I know thee not. 

| Yet if thou be my daughter, 

On thy forehead is a mark, 

Away then with thofe locks from off thy front : 

| Now, let me look! O! gods, ’tis fhe, ’tis fhe. 

| Paf. She faints, the faints! this thock is too 
| afflicting 

For her poor fhatter’d, and difabled frame. 

| 


> 


fila. O } deareft, kindeft, and moft gentle mo- 
ther. 
Edm. Indeed, my brain is fomething cooler now, 
I fhou’d know you, Sir, and you too, nay all! 
pi’m very faint, alas, this joy o’ercomes me ! 
| la. Sweet mother, you need reft, we’ll lead you 
in. 
Edm. Then be it fo, and wilt thou fit and 
watch me? 


fila, Aye, and Pll kneel and pray, and fometimes 


| weep. 
| Edm. Lead then, Vll in to reft, come follow 
i me, | Exeunt. 


Enter Auretitus and Urer.- 


Aur. The breach is made, the fouthern gate is 
forc’d, 


Yet ftill doth he-hold out, and hath ta’en flight 
|H’en to the tower, and there he’ll wait the fiege. 


Uvter. 
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Uter. Aurelius, your fair prifoner is no more. 
Aur. How fay’ft thou? 
Uter. Rowena hath ta’en poifon and is dead. 
Aur. Then hath a wicked toul taken its flight 
From the moft lovely frame that e’er was form’d, 
To charm or to deceive. [ Exeunt. 


C ELN. ae: 


Cafe ar’ s Tower. 


Enter 1ft. Baron and Officer. 


Bar. Is the King yet fafe? 

Of. He is, my Jord. 

Bar. Are many troops with us? 

Off. Two thoutand full well arm’d; and braver 

men 

Ne’er buckled on their limbs the glitt’ring fteel. 
©! what a fight it was to fee the King. 
No fooner had he reach’d the bridge, but firm, 
And with a voice that wrung each coward heart, 
He hail’d them to come on. Here then he ftood, 
In his right hand eripit ng his mafly ax, 
Whilft with the left he held the brazen chain,—— 
Nor did he budge ui SL each hardy foldier 
Safely within the wa al s had entered. 
Then waving thrice his cafed hand in air, 
And with a nod that fpread pale fear around, 
And feem’d to animate his bloody plume, 
Triumphantly he bad them all defiance ; ; 
Then flowly turning with a horrid frown, 
Soldiers, 


Le ea OS PY tae de ee lr 


Fa. Seu 


a. VOR TPG BREN, 63 
f Soldiers, he cry’d, foldiers! break down the 
draw-bridge, 


| Like hail, in flight we pour’d on them our arrows, 
Until their blood had ftain’d the moat around 
| us,-— 

| But look, my lord, here comes the King. 


| Enter VORTIGERN.~ 


| Yor, Why ftand ye here, like fools, catching 
the air, 
| What! think ye this tobe your miftrefs’ chamber? 
| = Bar. My gracious Prince, we wait your orders 
here. 
Vor. Then fight I fay. 
| Go get ye hence.— 


Bar. I go, a 
Vor. No, no, thou mutt {tay here, thou’rt ny i 
fole prop ; | « 

| I ficken faft, and ‘ein again to flag. Saas 
| Pour forth, I pray thee now, fome flatt’ring ~ 
words, ; Nit 
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con{cience ! 
| When thou didit cry, I ftrove to {top thy mouth, 
By boldly thrufting on thee dire ambition, 
| Then I did think myfelf indeed a god ! 
| But I was fore deceiv’d, for as I pafs’d, 
And travers’d in proud triumph the Baffe-court, 
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There I faw death clad in moft hideous colours, 

A fight it was that did appal my foul, 

Yea, curdled thick this mafs of blood within me. — 

Full fifty breathlefs bodies ftruck my fight, | 

And fome with gaping mouths did feem to 
mock me, 

Whilft others fmiling in cold death itfelf, 

Scoftingly bad me look on that, which foon 

Wou’d wrench from off my brow this facred 
crown, 

And make me too a fubject like themfelves ; 

Subje&!. to whom? To thee, O fovereign death! 

Who haft for thy domain this world immentfe ; 

Church-yards and charnel-houfes are thy haunts, 

And hofpitals thy fumptuous palaces, 

And when thou would’ft be merry, thou doft 
chufe : 

The gaudy chamber of a dying King. 

O! then thou doft ope wide thy hideous jaws, 

And with rude laughter, and fantaftic tricks, 

Thou clap’{t thy rattling fingers to thy fides ; 

And when this folemn mockery is ended, : 

With icy hand thou tak’ft him by the feet, 

And upward fo, till thou doft reach the heart, 

And wrap him in the cloak of lafting night. 

Bar. Let not, my lord! your thoughts fink 

you thus low, 

But be advis’d, for fhould your gallant troops 

Behold you thus, they might fall fick with fear. 


Enter an Officer. 


Off. My lord! my lord! 
Vor. Wherefore doft tremble thus, paper-fac’d | 


knave | 
What | 
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) What news fhou’d make thee break thus rudely 

| in? 

|) Off. Indeed, indeed, I fear to tell you, Sir. 

) Vor. Speak, vaflal, fpeak! my foul defies thy 

tongue. 
Of.. Your newly married Queen 
‘or. Speak, what of her? 
Off. My lord, fhe hath ta’en poifon, and is 
dead. 
Vor. Nay, fhrink not from me now, be not 
afraid, ) 

There, lie my fword !’ and with it all my hopes. 
Lord. Yet we may hope 
Vor. O! friend, let not thy tongue delude 

with hope, 

Too long againft the Almighty have I fought. 

Hope now is vain—lI will not hear of it. 

Of. Yet is the breach not made, and we are 
{trong, 

| Still we may out, my lord, and beat them off. 
Vor. Can wicked fouls e’er ftand before the juft.; 

Can ftrength outweigh the mighty hand of God? 

No, no, never, never—O! repentance, 

Why doft thou linger thus to afk admittance ? 

Thou com’ft, alas! too late, thou’rt ftale and 

naufeous. 

Where, where is now the good old murder’d 

King? | 
Jn fields of blifs, where guilty fouls ne’er come. 
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Enter another Officer. 
and. Off. All, all is loft, the poft is ta’en by 


 ftorm ;" 
| The breach is made, they pour in faft upon us. 
| Vor. If it be fo, then will I out and die; 

| F 


Now 
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Now aid, ye gods! but if ye will not hear, 

E’en then on hell [ call again for fuccour ! 

My friends have boldly ftenim’d this tide of war, 
And fhall I flinch at laft and play the woman? 
Let any but Aurelius meet my arm, 

And this my fword {hall ope a gate fo wide, 

That the imprifon’d foul fhall take its flight, 
And either feek the murder’d King above, 

Or down and join me in the pit below. [ Eveunt. 


SCENE III. 
The Baffe-Court of the Tower. 
Enter Auretivs and UTTER. 


Uter. Where, brother, are the fons of Vorti- 
gern ? 
Aur. 1 bade them with their gentle mother flay, 
For much ’twould have offended righteous 
Heav’n, 
If ’eainft their father they had join’d with us. 
For here there always is a facred tie, 
Which fuffers not a fon’s uplifted hand, 
To ith a father, be he ne’er fo vile 
Did he not give him birth, and apunitl him? 
And when thy y direft foe becomes thy flave, 


J 


id ft thou ule revenge? No, rather 


With pity and all-foftening charity ; 
Then on a golden bed thea lay’ ft thy foul, 
And art on earth a bleffed angel. 
Uier. Brother, | do comme sae thee for this deed, 
Worthy a Prince, worthy a Briton too. 


But come! now, for this tyrant Vortigern! 
Enter 
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Enter Officer. 


Aur, What’s the news? 
Off. Th’ ill fated King doth flee tow’rds Cefar’s 
Tow’r, 
And half his troops have fall’n into our hands. 
uy. Did ye obey mine orders ? 
Off. Aye, my good lord, in ev’ry circumftance. 
Aur. Then Uter look, you march towards that 
fame tow’r ; 
Let me, ye gods! but meet with this vile traitor, 
And fhou’d his foul not fhrink beneath-this fword, 
Heav’n has no juftice. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE the Gate of Cafar’s Tower. 


Enter Lord and Troops. 


Lord. In, in, for they do fcar our very backs, 
And fcore us cowards in our hafty flight. 


Enter VoORTIGERN. 


Vor. Give me another {word, I have fo cloge’d 
And badged this with blood, and flipp’ry gore, 
That it doth mock my gripe. A fword, I fay. 

Lord. Here, here, my noble lord! 

Vor. As with their bloods I ftain’d my reeking 

blade, 
From fummit of the Tow’r the raven croak’d, 
Th’ heavy-wing’d crow did chatter o’er my head, 
And feem’d to bear black laurels for this brow ! 
Yet did not erft the fun-defying eagle 
F 2 O’er 
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O’er the world-conquering Macedonian hero, 
Flutter, and lead his way to victory ¢ 
Then from thy jarring throat {pit peftilence,— 
And bird of hell, I'll take thee for my guide. 
Lord. The troops are enter’d —pleafe you fol- 
low them? 
Vor. 1 love not tobe fhut in walls of flint ; 
My foul likes better this vaft field of air ! 
Let them come on. 
Lord. Confider, my dear lord, think of your 
fafety. 
Vor. Muft we then die? then wherefore in a 
door, 
And rot w eg famine and with pale-fac’d hunger ? 
No, it were better die nobly, full- ftomach’d, 
nee inger out a fix week’s tedious fiege.— 
Do ia lift, here firmly will I ftand. 
Le ord. Is it your p leafure they fhall then proceed? 
Aye, e’en to it ftraight. 
Nay ftop! why fhou'd all thefe be doom’d te 


he crime is mine, not theirs.——— 


Enter AURELIUS. 


Aur. Villain and traitor, at thy word I take 

Wale 

Vor, Ah!—thy face the femblance of thy father’s 

bears ! 

Thine eyes do pierce more than thy fteel-clad arm, 

Were fifty brave fouls in that body cas’d, 

Proudly Id {corn them all, but alas! thy looks— 
Aur. Thou peryuredt wretch! thou moft ab- 

horred villain ! 

Vor. Prate on, prate on ; ’tis true I merit this, 
But go not yet too far, left, ftripling boy, 

You fhou’d to indignation raife this bl ood, 


Which. 
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Which thou haft turn’d from out its wonted. 
courfe, 
And make it fall on thee. 
Aur. Alike, I do defy thy rage and thee; 
Where is my father! 
Vor. Curfe upon thee, thou grat’{t my foul, 
O! if around this tatter’d confcience, e’er 
Did cling repentance, I now caft it off. 
[They fight and paufe. 
Yet ftand aloof, and hear me yet a while? 
Aur, I will not. 
Vor. ’Twere betterthat thou fhould’ft, left wax- 
ing warm 
I rife, and pour upon thy unform’d limbs 
That rage which ’gins to fwell within my veins, 
And lays a double murder on my foul. 
Aur. Come on, come on, I fay: ! 
[ They fight, Vortigern 1s thrown to the ground. 
Now, tyrant, now, I have thee in my power. 
Vor. Doft think Il] blanch my face, and be a 
coward P 
A lily coward? No! ftrike then 
I ne’er will afk thy mercy. 
Aur. Now, traytor, where’s my father? Vani 
Vor, Murdered. 
Aur. And by whom? 
Vor. Is not the crown thine.own? 
Aur. Aye, and is fo by right; then fpeak, I fay. 
Vor. I will not, boy, had’ft thou ten thoufand 
voices, 
And lungs of brafs to give them utterance, 
I would not anfwer ought. 
Aur. Then die ! 
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(Fravia comes forward.) 
Fla. O ftop, Aurelius ! 
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He is {till my father ! 

Vor. My daughter here! then curfe thy tardy 
hand, . 

That lingers fo in doing of its office ; 


Strike, {trike, I do befeech thee, for I’m fick, 


And do abhor the very light of Heaven. 

Fla, QO} mercy! onmy knees I beg for mercy. 

Vor, *Twas I, ’twas I, this hand ithy father 
murdered. 

Aur. And fay’ ft thou this, e’en to my face? 

Vor. Aye, to thy face, and in thy ears I'l} din 
iC, 


"Till thou for mercy’s fake halt ftrike the blow, 


Enter WortimMenus, CaTacrinus, Soldiers, 
Lords, e. 


Wort. What! my father? 

Aur. My Flavia, for thy fake I grant him life. 

Vor. In charity then I pray ye bear me hence ! 

Aur. Aye, lead him towards the Friars. 

Vor. Yea, where ye lift, but take me from this 
fight. [ Vor. is led out. 

Aur. How fares Edmunda ? 

Wort. Her mind is fomewhat better, yet fhe’s 


feeble. 

Aur. Well! of your father doth the e’er fay 
ought ? 

Wor. Aye, truly, but fhe haply thinks him 
dead. 


Enter UTER: 


ter. Of all, the King hath truly made confef- 
fion, 


To 


VORTIGERN. at 


To you he juftly renders up the crown, ia 
And bade me hail you rightful King of Britain. 


( All Kneel.) 


All. Hail to Aurelius, 
Lawful King of Britain, 


PASCENTIUS exfers. 


Paf. to Aur, Vortigern on thee beftows our fif- 
tex. 
And bade me, in his name, prefent her hand ———. 
Aur. Which I do kifs, and with the {elf fame 
breath, 
Do hail Ker wife, and Britain’s lovely Queen. 
All, All hail to Flavia, Queen of Britain. 
Aur, Much, we confefs, we owe to all here pre- 
fent ; 
Each diftin& fervice we thall well repay, 
As beft befits the dignity of our ftate ; 
To-morrow, Lords, we’ll meet at Weftmintter, 
For your ripe ages, and experience, 
Mutt teach our young and giddy years the way, 
To fow content after thefe difmal times. 
[Curtain drops. 


< Foon comes forward.” 


*¢ Methinks but now I heard fome gentles fay, 

“© Where’s mafter Fool? Ttroth he’s run away. 

“ Right ! for look you, when there be danger 
“near, 

‘ Fe then moft courage hath who moft doth fear; 

7 “© Befides, 
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“ Befides, obferve, | came not here to fight, 

«Tet him that dares, fay nay, for I am right ; 

‘¢ J will not out and rifK a knocking down, 

<< For though I like our King, I like my crown ; 

‘¢ Befides, there is a time for Fools to play, 

¢¢ But then they muft have nought, fave good to 
‘© fay. 

«¢ Chance ee will afk if this be tragedy, 

“We kill indeed, yet ftill ’tis comedy ; 

“© For none fave bad do fall, which draws no tear, 

¢© Nor lets compaffion {way your tender ear ; 

« Play ! we'll grant it-———the ftory ye have read, 

<< For ’tis well chronicled in Hollinfhed ; 

«« Give then your plaudits, and when that be 
‘done, 

© Your Fool fhall bow, and thank ye ev'ry one.” 


PeP aL! Oy Gaui: 


Written by the late ROBERT MERRY, Esa. 


Spoken by Mrs. JORDAN. 


yt folemn critics |: wherefoe’er you're feated, 
To grant a favour may you be entreated? 

For which I’ll pay you proper adoration, 

And ftrive to pleafe you—that is my vocation : 

Then do not frown, but give due {hare of praife, 

Nor rend from Shakefpeare’s tomb the facred bays. 

The f{catter’d flow’rs | he left benignly fave ! 

Pofthumous flow’rs! the garland of the grave! 

What tho’ he liv’d two hundred years ago, 

He knew you very well, as I will fhew : 

His pencil fketch’d you, and that feldom errs ; 

You're all, whate’er you think, his characters. 

How |—do you doubt it ?-—caft your eyes around, 

In ev’ry corner of this houfe they’re found. 

Obferve the jolly grazier in the pit, 

Why, he ts Falftaff, fat, and full of wit ;— 

In fun and feafting places his delight, 

And with his Dolly emulates the Knight. 

Look at that youth, whofe countenance of woe 

Denotes a tender-hearted Romeo 5 
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He only wifhes, tho’ he dare not {peak, 

To be a glove to touch his Juliet’s cheek ; 
While fhe, from -yonder terrace, {miles ferene, 
And longs with him to play the garden f{cene. 
But O! I tremble now,—there fits a man, 
Rugged and rough, a very Caliban! 

He growls out his difpleafure—’tis a fhame! 

Do, dear Miranda! make the montfter taine. 
And you, my pretty Beatrice, don’t fret, 

Your Benedick ‘is fond of a coquette. 

For tho’ he vows he’ll think no more about you, 
He means to marry—he can’t live without you. 
Kind faithful Imogens are here, to charm us, 
Mad Edgars, Ancient Piftols to alarm us, 

And Hotfpurs too, who feek the glorious boon; 
“Fo pluck bright honour from the pale-fac’d 

moon.” 
Befides, we have our Touchftones, Shylocks dire, 
Tagos falfe, and many a fhallow Squire. 
Nay, there are ladies, who in their own houfes, 
Are Defdemonas, plagu’d with jealous {poufes. 
°Tis true, thére is fome change, I muft confefs, 
Since Shakefpeare’s time, at leaft in point of | 
drefs, 

The ruffs are gone, and the long female waitt 
Yields to the Grecian more voluptuous tafte ; 
While circling braids the copious treffes bind, 
And the bare neck fpreads beautiful behind. 
Our fenatcrs and peers no longer go 

Like men in armour clitt’ring in a row; 
But 


? 
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But, for the cloak and pointed beard we note 
The clofe-cropt head, and little thort great-coat. 
Yet is the modern Briton ftill the fame, 

Eager to cherifh, and averfe to blame ; 

Foe to deception, ready to defend, 

A kind protector and a gen’rous friend. 
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Advertifement. 


$a: 


“PC HE Editor of the following theets feels it a duty 
incumbent upon him, to lay before the public fome 


particulars relative to the manner in which they came into 
his poffeffion. 


A confiderable time after the play of Vortigern was pro- 
duced, he received from the hands of his fon about four 
hundred lines of this play, in his own hand-writing, and 
with them a folemn declaration, that they were faithfully 
copied from ancient and original papers; and that the re- 
mainder fhould be tranfcribed with all convenient {peed. 
The title and two other leaves only were produced of the 
old MS, and thefe were afferted to be all that ever would 
appear in that ftate; the gentleman, ¢, e. the fuppofed ori- 
ginal proprietor of the papers, having exprefled much diffa- 
tisfaétion at the objeGions made by the public to the un- 
couthnefs of the orthography. 


After frequent and urgent folicitation on the part of the 
Editor to receive the remainder of the play, and waiting 
many months, he’at length obtained it from his fon, with 
this apology: ‘* that the gentleman who gave them was of 
‘a capricious difpofition, and would only fuffer them to 
‘* be copied at certain times, when he was in the humour.’’ 
With thefe reprefentations, added to the repeated affurances 
of their being authentic, the Editor was obliged to remain 
fatised, nor can he feel himfelf difpofed to give implicit 
credit to any affertions that have been fince made from. the 


fame quarter; as they ftand in dire& oppofition to what had 
been before folemnly ftated as faa. 


The Editor here thinks it neceffary, in order to prove his 
right ih publifhing this play, to ftate the following quotation 
a from 


eI D'oh Oem: STs. 


on ew Nig Se 


il ADVERTISEMENT. 


from a letter written by his fon, dated June 14,1796, °° As 
** you have yet no proof but my parole for the gift of 


‘* Henry I. I now tell you that I beg your acceptance of 
** the publicatidn of Vortigern, and the whole of the 


profits of Henry II.’’ 


This piece is here given almoft verbatim from the MS. 
which is not divided into A&s, nor in many places is any 


punctuation attended to. The lines in this play, as well 
as in Vortigern, are numerated, and in jis places erro- 
neoully. Of its merits the Editor i 


} 
I 


opinion, but he is encouraged by uk of othe 


enabled to form a judgement, and by 


rs better 


Ls 


their approbation is 


emboldened to lay it before the aie One circumftance 


relative to this produ@ion he thinks 


ceflary to advert to, 


as it may poffibly at a future day ar oO fome git ae know- 


ledge of the true hiftory of this as well a 


the other papers : 
Some months after this play was produced, the Editor acci- 
dentally met with a paflage in the Bioeraphia Drama atica, 
of which the following is 


66 


an extract: ‘© Henry I. and 
Henry II. by Wm. Shakefpeare’ and Rob. Davenport. 
‘¢In the books of the Stationers Company, the gth of 
‘< wept.. 1664, an entry is made of the above title; but what 
fpecies of the drama it w as, Or whether one or two per- 
formances, are faés not afcertained. Whatever it might 
“be, it fuffered in the general havoc m: ade by Mr.. War- 


ms | ayUuec Me 
Q 


burton’s ‘fervant. 
‘The Editor has examined this entry, which was made by 


Humphry Mofely, a bookfeller of that period, and finds 


\ it 
correfily ftated, but with the follow ing additional plays en- 
ered by the fame perfon, and on the fame day, viz. “The 
“* Hiftory of Cardenio, by Mr. Fletcher and Shakefpeare, 
‘and. The Merry Devill. of Edmonto on, by Wm. Shake- 
““ peare.’? On enquiry, he is credibly informed by thofe 
who knew Mr. Warburten above-mentioned, that a fire 


happened at his house in the neighbourhood of Fleet-ftreet, 


about 


oa 


ADVERTISEMENT. ili 
about 36 years’ ago, and deftroyed his effets, amongit 
which were many books and MSS. 


When the fact above related was mentioned by the Editor 
to his fon, be expreffed much furprife and fatisfa@ion; ob- 
ferving that ‘* he prefumed the world would now no longer 
“* entertain a doubt of the validity of the papers.’ ‘This cir- 
cumftance, added to the general appearance on the face of 
the MSS. of their having been fcorched by fire, gave addi- 
tional weight to their fuppofed originality, and fuller con~ 
fidence to the Editor, in his intention of laying thefe plays 
before the world. As this is probably the laft time 
he may ever find occafion to addrefs the public on the 
fubje& of thefe myfterious papers, fo long a matter of con~ 
troverfy with them, and of unfpeakable inconvenience to 
himfelf, he thinks it neceflary here to. declare, that he bas 
had no intercourfe or communication with the caufe of all 
this public and domeftic misfortune, for near three years, the 
period at which the party alluded to quitted his houfe, except 
one meeting had at the requeft and in the prefence of Mr. 


Albany Wallis, of Norfolk-fireet. 


At this meeting for the firft time the party above-men- 
tioned declared himfelf the author of all the papers, and 
that he was about publifhing the fame to the world. 
Of the truth of this declaration the public will form 
their opinion; but, let.that opinion be what it may, 
the Edstor here moft folemnly reiterates his proteflation, that 
all fources of information that have ever reached bim on 
the fubject of thefe papers, he has unrefervedly communicated 
to the public ; of whom he afks that only to which be feels and 
knows be is jufily and honefily entitled, viz. to be confidered 
by them as in honour and honefty utterly incapable, in every 
character either as affociate or principal, of intentional im- 
pofture, or of laying before them papers, as genuine, which, 
whatever they may be, he did not beheve to be of that de- 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Kinc Henry THE SECOND. 


RICHARD, 
Joun, His Sons. 
HENRY, 


THOMAS BECKET. 

‘THEOBALD, Archbifhop of Canterbury. 
Lorp pr CLIFFORD. 

Rogert, Earl of Leicefter. 

HucGu, Earl of Chefter. 

Rocer Mowsray. 

Joun pr Satiszury. 

NIcHOLAS BREAKSPEARE. 


WitiraM, King of Scotland. 


Quren ELEANOR. 


RosamonD, Daughter to Lord de Clifford: 
Nurse to Rofamond. 


Sir Hucu Morve es, 
StR REGINALD Berison, {The 4 Knights who 
Sir WILLIAM Tracy, flew Becket. 

SiR RicHaRD Brrro, 


HENRY THE SECOND. 


RIO leE 1. 


»C HON EE aT, 


France. 


‘The Englifh Camp and a Cafile befeged—K. HENRY, 
Hueu, Earvt or Cuotster, Ropert, EARL 
oF LeEIicEsTER, amd Rocer, Mowsray— 
Soldiers, €Se. 


Henry. 


AY noble Chefter! have yet mine Heralds 
From out their brazen and long neck’d 
tiumps, 
Spoke Englith thunder to thefe daftard French, 
And hail’d their quick furrender of this fort ? 
Or will they ruffle Harry’s fmiling brow, 
And by denial dare him to a fiege? 
Ghes. Dread Sir, they here attend your will. 


Hen. Then let the Englith lions roar ! 


B Heralds 


A SORES ITS 
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HENRY THE SECOND. 


Heralds found. 
Officer anfwers from the Caftle. 


Off; Speak! who are ye that do crave this 
parley, 
And with fuch loud and bellowing clangor, — 10 
Wou'd from death’s fleep, awaken us to hear? 

Hen. Unfurl my banner! let it wave on high, 
That it reflect the bloody colour’d coat 
Of England’s lions rampant, 

Upon yonder meagre looking Frenchman. 
‘Tis I! Harry bids ye to {urrender ! 
Off. Then let proud Harry know, we'll fiand 
the fiege, 
‘Fore God we {wore allegiance to our King, 

Hen. Am not J Plantagenet? fon of Maude, 
Who daughter was to noble Harry Firft, 
And he third Son of Norman William ! 
Who is’t then, will dare ufurp my title ? 

Of. King Lewis of France t 

fen Then fhort-mantled Harry bids ye be- 

ware | 
¥or as the tigrefs, when ftirr’d from her whelp, 
Will piece-méal tear the intruding hunter, 
SO is’t with me, if low’ring on thefe {imiles 
Ye rouze the dunny {pirit of revenge, 


20 


* 


A Hora without. 


Leic, ’Tis a meffenger my liege, 
Who comes in hafte with letters to your grace, 


Mef- 
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HENRY: THE SECOND. 


Mi ellenger enters. 


Mef. This pacquet is from Theobald Archbi- 
thop of Canterbury. This from your noble peers; 
and laftly, this from Lady Eleanor your queen. 

fen. Come laft, and yet far fweeteft of them 

all. [ Reads. 
* Though fhort my letter, yet do Iknow my 
*¢ Harry’s love will think it fweeter far, than 
** All others—In brief your pacquets do relate, 
** That Stephen hath breathed his laft in th’ Abbey 
“ Of Dover—your people all await to hail you 
King. 40 
* But I the moft defire to fee thee, for O! my 


** Harry, mine is the call of eager love, 
r] Ro | 


| ThineLLEANOR,”? s 
_ Thanks!—and yet it boots not that I fhould Le 
Ma thank, a. 
0! Stephen, living, thou did’ft wrong me much, Real 
| Ufurping both my crown and dignity ; a 
And in the face of God, did’{ft break that atk 
oath, 


_ Which truly to my mother thou did’ft fwear : 

| Yet for all this, do I now pity thee, 

For thou ftand’ft ’forea great, all-piercing judge! 
Whofe even hand, the feale of juftice bears, 50 
| Whofe all-commanding eye, fathoms the foul, 
Searches e’en to the very thought of fin, 

And proves himfelf at once a mighty god, 
Wonderful and incomprehenfible | 

So then by death, I now do gain a crown, 

By death mutt lofe it, is’t not fo good lord ? 


Leic, Aye, an’t pleafe your grace. 
Be Hen. 
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4 HENRY THE SECOND. 
Hea. Why look then how this fame death doth! 
{coff us, | 
Cozening our minds with {weet delufive thoughts, 
Binding round our temples, the glitt’ring crown, | 
6¢ 
Whilft we, (fhort witted fools) accept the tafk, 
Dream but of fmiles, look but for golden joys; 
Now mark the chaftifement of our conceits, 
This regal gem becomes a galling thorn, 
Treafon, and a whole catalogue of ills, 
That are attendant on a kingly ftate, 
Ruth in upon our frail bark of nature, 
Buffet us toand fro, with the fell blaft, 
Which like a meagre chatt’ring ague fit, 
Turns our ftern manhoods into peevifh fear, 79) 
Sours the full tide of {weet with bitternefs, 
Till laftly tired with this dalliance, 
The wick of life quite dwindled and bewafted, 
We lay us down, beg only ground enough 
To fink a grave, then groan and welcome death. 


Ches. Prithee, my good lord, ftand not fo pen- 
five, 
Hood not thus your face within your mantle, 
You {peak but of death! whofe grinning vifage 
So oft times you have dared in bloody fight. 


fen. No more, no more, give me your par- 

dons, all, 80 

I mufe too long O! Almighty father, _ 

Since your dread pleafure be to crown me king, | 

I do accept the truft.  (kueels) But hear my 
VOW 35 

Shou’d I, in difcharge of this great office, 

Kither through ficknefs, age, or foul mouth’d 
lie, 

Be led from out the right courfe of juftice, 


Then 


HENRY. THE.,SECOND: p 
1 Then hall I hope for mercy at your hand ; 

But, if willingly Ido fail, give me 

| Judgment, O give me death, lefs I crave not. 

| Leic. Wer’t not well, my lord, you fhip for 
| England, go 
Stephen hath friends yet left ? 


5, 


Mow. Yea, truly! full well we know, how 
fickle, 
‘Light and inconftant are the people’s loves. 
Hen. Well! be they as they may, I will not 
budge, 
England fhall henceforth be at my command, 
Spight of thofe haughty {pirits that will dare 
To crofs me moft in that whichis my right ; 
) And fo fhall thefe intruding Frenchmen tao, 
Ere I go hence. 


i) 


Ches. Be advis'd my lord, this delay ———100 
Hen. Sound! I fay, 1 will nought of council 
hear, 


What! have my courfe obftructed by this mole- 

| hill, 

This petty fort, mann’d with fuch palfied curs, 

Such rav’nous lean back’d hounds, whofe looks 

| difgrace 

The jellied prifoner that awaits to hear 

|The folemn judgment pafs’d upon his life; 

Jide not give fifty, fifty! nay not five 

Of thefe, my fturdy bow-men, for a world 

Offuch loons. Prithee! look how they do peep 

‘Like craz’d and blinking owls from out their 
nelts, 110 

Shrinking at fight of the tow’ring eagle. 

/Draw, archers,-draw your arrows to their fteels, 


B3 Trumpet 
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HENRY THE SECOND. 


Trumpet from the Cafile. 


Off. What are your offers ? 
Hen. Ope wide your gates, furrender to our 
wills, 
Therein you'll ’feape the rod of correction. 
Of. Sire, we fubmit, and lay us at your 
mercy. | 
Hen. ’Tis well ! 
For the lion knows where to deal vengeance, 
Where to fhew his mercy. 


Gales open. 


Come, Lords! -let’s in, difpatch our letters | 


“cy + 
{traight, 


se | J 20 
Then fhip for England! 
ed 
[ Lvennt. 
SCENE wm London. 


4A Room. 
Enter BECKET, 


‘Beck. Why thus and thus it is, the matter ar. 
gud, | 

Both parts juftly weigh’d and well confider’d, 
Jucgment too given, with no partial tongue, 
Will fpeak this verdiét.——_ 
Happinefs with ambition bears no kin, 
For thus, content dwells not with ambition, 
4 And he who lacks content, lacks happinefs ; 


his | 
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HENRY THE SECOND. 7 
This lab’ring mind then tells me, ’twou’d be 
: happy, 


Yet whilpers, I wou’d fain be greater too; 139 

. Peace! thou vile intruding mafs of folly ! 

'| Thou’dft willingly embrace two properties 

Who bear fuch hatred and dread enmity, 

_ That foon they’d kindle, blaze and burn thee up; 

t) Of one then make thy choice, more thou can’ft 

| not ; 

Give me then greatnefs—hath not fortune bow’d 

Stoop’d, cring’d, yea knelt that I fhou’d raife her 
up. 

For what was Becket, but a poor man’s fon? 

That walks the common vulgar road of life, 


Dies, when dead, is loft and quite forgotten. 140 os 
| What is Becket now? the friend of Theobald ! AP 
| Who ranks in ftation and in dignity, We 

] 
se 


Next to the King himfelf, yea, and more too, 
For he doth bear the crown of Holy Church, 
Is king and lord over the fouls of men, 

And not of earthly matters, the frailjudge. 


a fiz 
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Enter a Meffenger. 


Whence come you, Sir? 


Mef. From Theobald, who now is on his road 
from Canterbury hither.. He bad me {peed be- 
fore, and to yourtfelf deliver this letter. 150 
Meffenger goes out. 


BECKET reads. 


<¢ Reck. As 1 do tender thee Becket, moft dearly, 
‘sand fain wou’dbring thee to quick advancement, 
“I do hereby greet thee with the title of Arcu- 
B4 ** DEACON 
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“* DEACON of My Cuurcn, more fhall be thine ere 
** long. Thou know’ ft the King will foon be here, 
*‘ and if I can ferve thee ought there too, thou 
** may’{ft command me. 


Thine TuHEopatp.’’ 


What ! even fo, ArcupEacon of my church, 
Aye, and if my fenfes do not mock me, 
More fhall be thine ere long, fo went the tune, 
And in conclufion, ** Thou may’ft command 
“ine,” 160 
Now, Becket, fay to thyfelf, wou’d’ft be poor? 
Wou'd’{t {hun ambition, wou’d’ft {purn at ereat~ 
ne{s, 
No! no! thou’rt an hunered, and T’le feed 
thee. 
Off then, vile fuit ! go cover filly knaves, 
That know to cringe whene’er the great man 
frowns ; 
Henceforth be thou ftubborn, proud and haugh- 
ty, 
If majefty do frown! knit thou thy brow; 
If he do fmile, why then, be thou placid; 
Yet always, bear in mind thy dignity. 170 
But hold! who is’t comes hither to lord me ? 
Brave Harry! proud and haughty too as I, 
Noble his {pirit, as his mind is great; 
Diftant to thofe who moft he doth efteem, 
Yea, in fo much, that no man e’er cou’d fay, 
{ was the friend, the favour’d of my Prince; 
If fo, Becket, how compa{s thy great ends? 
Shame, thou fickle mind, wilt thou flag at laft? 
Doth not the feaman, for fome hundred marks, 
Plough the rude waves, and in a little cafe, 180 
Scarce bigger in compafs than a needle’s eye 
When floating on this wond’rous element, 


Doth 


HENRY THE SECOND. 9 


Doth he not rifk both health and life to boot, 
And fhall Becket be afraid? fye! fhameon’t! 

O ! attend then each organ of the foul, 

Hear thy {tern lord’s peremptory decree, 

And on thy coronet grave thou thefe words: 

If Becket lives, then lives he in ereatnefs ; 

If not, why then content, will Becket die, 

Life, fans renown, a thing fo lowly is, 190 
That dufky oblivion were “fweeter far. 


Enter 1[OHN DE SALISBURY, afterwards BECKET’S 
J 3 
Secretary. 


Elow now, what news, good Salifbury ? 

Sats. The noble Henry, by exprefs we learn, 
is landed on the Welch coatft. 

Beck. So foon? 


Saks. Moft truly, Sir, and it fhou’d feem as if, 
The roaring furge were proud to bear him up, 
Afar the waves came tow’ring towards his hip, 
And dipt his areenies in the wat” ry clouds ; 

At length, quite hoarfe, they bow’d their ftub- 
born backs, 200 

Crook’d their pointed tops, then foon diffolving, 

Bath’d and fondled the tough and well: ribb’d 
bark, 

Jn plains of milky and thick fpangled foam. 

The blanket fails fwell’d as though they wou'd 
crack 

And fhiver the twifted cerds that held them, 

Both winds and waves in amity were leagu’d, 

And {trove who moft cou’d aid his homeward 
courfe. 

Beck. Comes he to London? 
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10 HENRY THE SECOND. 
Salis. Aye! 
And purpofes his coronation {traight. 210 
Beck. Then Heaven grant, as he is brave and 
jut, 
That in v uprightnefs, he rule his people, 
And ’fore all, that he in no wife ufurp 
The high a bid facred rights of hol ly church ! 
Salis. Fear him not, Sir. 
Beck. But I do fear 
th pi 
Good Salifbury! I have obferved thee well, 
In rafting. 3 n prayer, and in merriment, 
And find thee patient, devout, and fober, 
A man, as *twere, pure’d of eart hly fin, 220 
Upon whofe foul bleft virtue ftamp’d her feal, 
And mark’d it fer her own; 
One, to yar care, I wou’d intruft the key 
That thou might’ft read the fecrets of my foul, 
Prithee to me, bow not obedience ! 
Tam not wont to let my tongue {peak praife, 
When my whole mind eae it not company. 


» and much, let me tell 


Salts. So great is the praife. I fo unworthy, 
That fhould I ftrive to anfwer as I ought, 
My fimple tongue wou’ d mar my with to thank 
you. 230 
Beck. Let the defire fuffice, then for the a& ; 
Long have I laboured to reward thy truth, 
An ie now that fortune hath advane’d me high, 
And placed her budding branch within my hand, 
T will pluck off one tender flow’r or twain 
Mt hich nourifh’d under my alpiring fun, 
hall bloom and carpet out thy walk of life, 
se tiffu’d and thick embroider’d honours. 
fenceforth, then be thou Becket’s Secretary ! 
Who now 1s titled Theobald’s Archdeacon. 240 


Salis. 
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Salis. How, my good Sir? 
Beck. Aye, and hath a voice, will plead in’s 
behalf, 

Prithee, o’erlook this paper! 

Salis. In faith, ’tis even fo. 

Beck. ‘Yoo long we tarry, come let’s away, 
And greet the noble Theobaid who ere this, 
Is fafe arriv’d at Wefiminfter. 


Lorp DE CLIFFORD’s Caffe. 
Enter RosaMonnD with a Book. 


Rofa. Wherefore, fhou’d I thus read the works 
of man? 
Is not thy book, O! nature, fweeter far 3 
Can all the found and ftudied argument, 250 
Or the high {peech of proud phi lofophy 
Raife in this mind fuch grand, fach heavy’ nly 
thoughts, 
As the bright Eaft, where the hot blazing fun, 
Now mounting upward, ’gins his daily courte, 
Staining the ‘ache a nt with crimfon hue, 
Or wou’d ye blur a thoufand, thoui land leaves, 
You ne’er cou’d fpeak of beauty half fo well 
As yonder hyacinth ! whofe leaf is tring’d 
With the big glitt’ring drop of chry (tal dew, 
That trem bles: moi ftens, ane now melts away, 
260 
Farewel! thou blotted page, I'll read no more, 


Enter Henry and MowsBrRay. 


But who comes here, ’twere beft I fhould retire. 
Hen, 
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Fen. Stay! fweetett lady, I conjure thee, ftay, 
O fly not thus like nimble footed {tag | | 
But chance, thou art fome fairy of the morn, 
Gathering a Chrift thorn, or pretty night thade, 
To fill thine evening Incantation up. 

Rofa. What fhou’d I do? 


ffen. Mowbray, an thou lov’{t me look not on 


her, 270 
For if thou do’ft, thou'lt burn with that fame 
fire 
That Ido now. So, prithee leave me {traight. 


Mow. My gracious Sir, be not over rath. 


Hen, Leaye me! J charge thee, and quickly 


Mow, I mutt obey 
O grant this morning, which now looks fo bright, 
Prove not hereafter Harry’s blackeft night. 
Hea. Speak, what art thou? of woman the 
molt fair. 
Rofa. I am daughter, Sir, of Lord de Clif. 
ford, 
My name is Rofamond. 280 


Hen. O, that I cou’d mellow this iron tongue, 
And fathion it to mufic of foft love, 
But fo it is, from my childhood, upwards, 
I have been bred in hoarfe and jarring war, 
My bud of youth, within a camp was {pent ; 
‘There have I fat upon a foldier’s knee, 
Whilft round my neck was twin’d a giant arm 
So toughly fat, that one might fay, indeed, 
The finews that did work it were of brafs ; 
There ’twas I learnt the foldier’s untun’d fong, 
The morning onfet, and the bloody fray. 290 
Here 
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Here cours’d the briftly main’d and foaming 
{teed, 

With fire-fpitting eye, and trampling hoof ! 
Upon whofe back beftrode an Enghi ith knight ! 
Unnumber’d were the youths of France he flew, 
Or Bourbon’s fons, or Orlean’s proud heirs ! 
How many pedigrees and cotes d’armures 
Beneath his might ty arm were blotted out ? 


Whitt fn oaking from their horfes flanks, ran a 
How n tak 
he blood of all their proud nobility. 300 ee 
Then wou 5 le tell, how long the fight did laft, | 
From fix ithe morn tillevening clocks told ei ight og 
How then oe bore from off the blood-ftain’d = 
field, ren 
Their lay-cold 1 fathers, brothers, countrymen ; a 
Here wou’d they paufe awhile, de> 
For . nory did whifper pleafures paft, SS 
PH with childith innocence Jook’d up Ly 
And bad them to goon. But O! the fight , | 
Turn’d towards Heaven, where their glift’ring Loe 
eyes, ae - 
Whilft the big tears from off their rugged chins, tal 
a BN 


Rain’d down upon my young and beardlefs face 

] wou’d have chid filence, but cou’d not ; 

For if fuch fturdy hearts as theirs cou’d melt, 

Why then methought, there muft be caufe in- 

deed. 

This lady was my fchool, thus was I taught, 

And if fuch tales can pleate thy tender ear 

Rough and unpolith’d, as moft 

Behold the man will fit the live-long day 
i 
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Of line’ ring fieee 8 marchin 18S battles tell, 
Where thirity } Mars fo glut hath been with blood 
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That fick’ning appetite yearn’d out.—No more ! 
Rofa. I pray you, Sir, accept a miaiden’s 
thanks; 

Your phrafe fo aptly 


It but proclaims you foldier, that you are. 


' ; 
paints the tale you tell, 


Enter Nurse. 


Nurfe. My gentle miftrefs, 
rare news, 
Rare news ! 


Roja. How Nurfe ? 


w 


Nurje. In footh, TV lack breath, 
pretty Kofe, where haft been {weet-heart ? by my 
faith, I have fought thee a long hour, O.! me. 
Aman, come away lady, he hath a vile wicked 
look withal 

Hen. Truly, Nurfe, do’tt think {o dame 2 

Nurfe. Aye, marr 
be {worn to’t then, 
at’s eye, as doth t¢] 
door. O! the rogue 


my i{weet lady, 


but tell me, 


y do I, why look ye lady, I’le 
why his wickednefs hangeth _ 
1¢ ivy bufh at wine feller’s 
Rofa. Silence, Nurfe, I befeech thee, filence, 
Nurfe. O! thou mad q 
wicked piper, but I wilj {to 
marry will I. Come lady 
father {traight. 
Rofa. Farewel, Sir. 
Nurfe. Aye, go too, vile 
felf, farewel, 


= 


lancing man, thou 
p thy cheating mufic, 
» you muift to your 


man, go mend thy- 


[ Eweunt. 
Hen, 
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Hen. Yet one word more! nay gone! then fare 

thee well ! 

Sweet Rofe of England, blufhing innocence, 

Farewel! to Harry’s peace alike farewell! 

For what avails my crown, or kingly pow’r, 

My look majeftical, commanding awe, 

My ermin’d robe, my {ceptre-griping hand, 

My golden throne, my fretted canopy, ~ 350 

My pliant court, and all this fhew of pomp, 

What avail thefe, when peace, {weet peace is 
gone P 

But now Harry was himfelf; was a King! 

Flow chane’d his high condition ! now a flaye! 

This England and the million fouls therein, 

All cou’d this my little brain encompafs; 

And now the verieft peafant in my land, 

Is in his mind, a God compar’d to me; 

For I am flave to love, and what is love ? 


An ever burning and confuming fire, 360 

A knawing viper in the heart, a thorn } 
Upon the nightly pillow—Enemy —, 
To fleep, that under femblance of cold death — 
Rocks all our cares in foft oblivion. i 


Enter MOWBRAY. 


How is’t Mowbray that thus you dare intrude 
And rudely break upon our meditations? 
Your abfence wou’d better have befeem’d you. 
Mow. I meant not to offend your grace. 
Fen, Why truly Mowbray I believe thee honett! 
But well thou kgow’ft how peevith men do erow, 


> War A ae 
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When all within is not at eafe. 
But to thine errand, what wou’d’ft thou with us? 


vy 


Mow. 
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Mow. ‘The Lord de Clifford greets your fafe re- 
turn, 


And loyally doth tender you his love ; 
Fe hath moreover pray’d your srace t’accept 
His goods and caftle to your prefent ufe. 

fen. Stands he number’d with thofe that have 

been ours? 

Mow. Yea, for he oppes’d th’ambitious Ste- 

phen. 

Hen. Why thenwe do receive his proffer’d love, 
And for this night, we title him our hoft. 380 
Tomorrow we mutt on towards London, 

Mow. J thall make known your royal pleafure. 

Flen. Why do fo—and tell the Earl of Chefter 
And Lord Robert that I wou’d fee them {traight. 
Look that you alfo bear them company, 


[ Exeunt. 


A Street in London. 


Two Gentlemen meeting. 


ft Gent. Wil’t pleafe you tell if the King pafs 


this way. 


2nd Gent. In faith, I wou’d inftruét kind Sir, 
but lack the means—— you beg an anfwer where 
I myfelf wou'd fain have queftioned. 

if Gent. Goes he not to Weftminfter? 

2nd Geat. So I have heard by the way, by one 
of Theobald’s gentlemen, who further did infrug 
me of his coronation. 


iff Gent. Will it be long ere that? 
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nud Gent. Tomorrow by twelve o’th’ clock. 
ift Gent. If report bely him not, he lacks nor 


| wifdom, nor courage. 


and Gent. Of that methinks the French can 
give us better account. 


Drums without, and shouting. 


So then we have not loft our labour, Sir, the cla 
morous and o’er joy’d people give note of his ap- 
proach. 

_ xft Gent. We willif't pleafe you retire from out 
the common way and thereby ’{cape the croud. 


and Gent. Moft willingly. 
[ Exeunt, 


Enter Kine Henry, Eart or LEIcEstTer, 
Mowsray, Lorp DE CLiFFoRD, So- 
diers, and People fhouting.— 


Peo. Long live King Henry! God fave King 
Henry! Jong live the King—. 
. Hen. My friends and citizens ! I thank ye all! 

‘Not as a King, but as an Englifhman 
And brother. Weare all children alike, 410 
Qne earth doth nourifh us, one only blood 
Runs through our veins, animates our bodies; 
And is in property fo pafling rare, 
It ftamps ye on this earth fo many gods! 
From every nation; bring me forth one foul, 
Place too an Englifhman among the reft, 
And if he carry not the mark fo ftrong 
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i8 HENRY THE SECOND. 
That I do fingle him, and him alone, 


May I ne’er look for happinefs to come. 

My Englifh hearts, my loving countrymen, 420 

When in the fertile plains of Normandy, 

My harrafs’d foldiers- have enrounded been, 

With French, that number’d wou’d make> five 

times ours, 

When this gay glitt’ring troop we had attack’d, | 

Routed and broken down ; not even then 

Cou’d ali my joy for fuch a victory, 

Give half the pleafure that I now do feel, 

In finding thus my people, at the laft, 

True to their God, their country and their King, 
Peo. Long live the King God fave the King $ | 

long live King Henry. 


Trumpet Sounds. 


Enter QveEN Eveanor, with Prince RIcHARD 
and Joun her Sons. 


Ele. Where, where is my love? where is my 
Hufband ? ) 
Hen.’ Here, my ‘Nell, come to’ thy Harry’s | 
arms ; [ Kiffes her. 
Do’ft love me til], ha’ftnot forgot me jade? 
Ele. In torgetting thee, my Harry, I thou’d 
Forget myfelf! forget indeed’ to breathe! 
For thee I live; thou art my deareft half, 
O! how cou’d I bear this life without thee ? 
Rich. My honour’d father ! 


Jobu.. My long loft parent ! 
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Hen. Rife honeft Dick, how fares it my good 
John? 
Thy father’s bleflings light upon ye both : 
[Embraces them. 
Now let’s on my Nell, for I lack reft ! | 
And for the morrow’s fun that rifing will heap 
Labours on our head, we’ll be prepar’d. 


Look Lords, you hold yourfelves in readinefs, 


For ’tis our fix’d intent that we be crown’d 
On the morrow, by twelve, at Weftminfter ; 
Be this proclaim’d throughout our city! 

And fee moreover, that every hall 

Be ftock’d with viands, that fo our people 
May fhare with us the joy of fuch a day. 


Thy hand {weet Nell! come! my Sons, let’s on. 
| Exeunt. 


People shout, Drums beat. 


SCENE Weftminfter Abbey. 


Enter Kine Henry, Queen Eveanor, Prince 
RicHarD, Prince JoHN, THEOBALD, 
LEIcEsTER, CHESTER, MOWBRAY, 

Lorp pe CuirFrorp, Earls, Ba- 
rons, Bifhops, Heralds, according 
to their Dignities. 


Hen. 1 pray thee, Theobald, is there not 


place 
Now vacant here, that muft ere we proceed 


Be fill’d ? I mean our feat of Chancellor. 
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Theo. Why truly noble Sir, there is. 

Hen. .Then mark me, Theobald. Thou art 

worn In years, 

And cou’d inform us, where to make our choice, 
Wil’t. pleafe ye, do fo? 

Theo. Humbly I thank your grace, for fingling 

ame 

As fitting, now to offer fuch a man. 460 
One Becket I well know, a goodly clerk, 
Whom late for fundry virtues he poffefs'd, 
J did advance unto the dignity 
Of mine ARCHDEAGON. 

Hen. ’Tis enough, bring him before us ftraight 
If thou do’ft know him worthy fuch a place, 
We’ll not queftion further, but fingle him 
To fill our empty feat, bring him before us! 


Enter BECKET. 


Why, truly, he hath a comely figure !— 
And likes me well, thy hand my good Becket. 47¢ 
‘Lake thou this place, and henceforth know thy- | 
felf : 
Our juft and true appointed Chancellor. 
Beck. What gratitude remains in Becket’s 
breatt, 
Shall ever toil to prove his earneft love, 
And fhew him worthy your prefent bounty. 
Hef Not unto me.thy oratitude thou ow’ ft, 


But unto Theobald here, ’tis be alone 
Thou ought’ft to thank, therefore Icharge thee, | 
friend, 


That which to Cefar ‘longs to Cefar give. 480 
Ifaiter, thou’d’ft pleafe me, I'll tell thee how! 


With 


en 


a a. - 
“ win fe ABM 


HENRY THE SECOND. 


With juftice, and with truth, thine office fill. 
Deal with my people as befits a man, 
And more I afk not. Now, let us be crown’d. 


[They crown him in form, and all the No- 
bles hail bim.by the title of Henry Ll, 
King of England. 


Hen. My good Archbifhop! prithee tell me 
now, 
Js it ought fave form, or muft I wear this? 


[ Holding his finger up to the Crown. 


Theo. Tis but the form, my liege, thus being 
crown’d, 
You may or wear it, or ftraight pluck it off. 


[ He takes it off. 


Hen. Then bear it hence! 
’Tis not weighty enough for my beaver, 
Neither fits it fo eafy as my cap; 
Bring hither my bonnet ! 


[They bring it, be puts it on, and rifes from his feat. 


My gracious lords! had J not wherewith all 

To pay in part, the debt I owe you now, 

I ne’er cou’d thus have knelt to take a Sie 
And kept the bluth of fhame from off my cheek; 
For on ray fhovulders you have heap’d a debt, 
Amighty debt! a crown and kingdom too! 

And for the fame, thus have L now to offer—soo 


[ They bring two maps. 
This roll doth fhew you England as it ftood, 
When Harry Firft, my grandfire, reign’d your 


King ; 
} Cuz And 
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And this poor dwindled map, now marks ye out, 

How your domains did ftand_ in Stephen’s time, 

Which now I blufh indeed to look upon ! 

And thus at once do cancel! and make void. 
[Throws it to the ground. 


In its place I reftore again the firft, 
[ Takes it up and lays it down again. 


And add thereto the whole of Picardy, 

Anjou, and part of fertile Poictiers ! 510 
Befides one hundred fourfcore thoufand marks, 
Which we now place within our treafury. 


Theo. My tongue alone fhall {peak your people’s. 
thanks. 
Additions fuch as thefe do counterpoife 
The crown with which you are invefted now. 
Hen. O wou’d my tafk were ended here! but 
no, ——= 
A judgment muft be utter’d ere we part 
In words fo heavy, and fo rude in found, 
As make my very heart.indeed to weep. 
Now Leicefter! bring hither that felf fame roll, 
Which late in France we did think meet to pen. 


7} 
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[ Leicefier rifes from his feat and delivers it, 
then returns to his place again. 
Though well the feats around us here are fill’d, 
Yet fome there are that naked do appear, 
Lacking their noble owners. Where is't? 
What filent all! then by your leaves I’ll fpeak. 
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[Holds up the Roll which Leicefier gives bim. 


Herein 1s catalogued of all our Peers, 
The titles and their feparate dignities, 
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Of whom the greater part to us feem true ; 

Yet damned treafon hath been meddling here 530 
And {mear’d the names of fome we'tender’d mott ; 
Where is Earl Ranulph ?. where’s the Lord Fitz- 
| Hugh? 

Lord John, Lord Owen, and the Lord Fitz Urfe, 
Befides fome Knights and others of lefs note, 
That fhould be prefent? Why anfwer they not ? 


Theo. We wou’d, but dare not plead in their 
behalfs. 
Hen. Be it made known, the five we here did 
name 
Guilty. of blackeft treafon, we pronounce '— 
For, that they did ’gainft me their lawful King, 
549° 
With hell-hatch’d treafon, wantonly confpire ! 
Aiding the proud ambitious Stephen ! 
If one of them within our realm be found, 
On him an hundred marks we will beftow, 
That, or alive or dead, brings him before us ; 
As for the reft, that rather were drawn in, 
(For that their betters led them on the way. } 
Our gracious pardon unto fuch we grant ! 
But we fhall tent them clofe; if they do flinch, 
Why then they look for mercy but indeath ! 550 
Now let the drum and trumpet {peak our joy, 


The reft be feafting, mirth and revelry. 


[Takes Eleanor’s hand, they retire in the 
order in which they entered. 
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HENRY THE SECOND. 


A Chamber. 


Enter BECKET alone. 


Beck. ‘The child that hath enough, will mewl 
for more. 
We from the cradle then are ftill the fame, 
Fager to climb ambition’s golden tree, 
Looking but upward to the topmoft branch ; 
Nor thinking once, if back we wou’d return, 
That we the boughs have bent, and broken fo, 
That there is but to go on and gain the point, 
Or headlong we mutt totter down again. 560 | 
How fet my robes now I am Chancellor? 
Why well! yet fome there are that envy me, 
And will do much to pluck them from my back 1} 
Am I then firm ? is ev’ry bough beneath 
Unbent, unbroken? I wou’d they were fo! 
But I to miné own ute have placed monies 
That ‘long not unto me, but to the King. 
That’s the branch I fo hard have borne upon! 
"Tis there! I cannot anfwer to the charge; 
What mattersit? I {till am with my Prince, 57a | 
The cherifh’d and unrival’d favourite ! | 
By holy church, Ido defy them all! 
And thou intruding Mowbray, havea care } 
Bufy Lord Clifford, look thou to thyfelf! 
Or at one blow, I will cut fhort your buds! 
Then as the flower that’s pluck’d, I'll leave ye | 
both 
To droop and wither, hang your heads and die. | 


Enter | 


HENRY THE SECOND. 


Enter SALISBURY. 


Whence come you Salifbury ? 


Salis, From Theobald! --———- 


Whofe age and ficknefs brings him nigh to death! 
580 


He fain wou’d on the inftant fpeak with you. 
Beck. V\l to him ftraight ! 
But tell me whither is the King? 


Salis, Himfelf with Mowbray andthe Lord de 
Clifford 
Are gone to hunt at Woodftock, as I hear. 


Beck. 1s not the Queen gone thither too? 
Salis. No! my lord. 


Beck. Depart fo foon, and leave fair Ellen 185 
here ! 2 
What think’ft thou, good Salifbury ? Ist not Dai 
{trange ? NS 
ce 
Salis. It lieth not in me to “folve the matter! a 


| 590 
Beck. At leifure, we'll look further into this— 
‘Tis not meet to tarry now, fo follow me! 


[ Exeunt. 
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HENRY THE SECOND. 


Woodstock Bower. 
HENRY and Rosamonp. 


Hen. O, wherefore love, do’ft:change complex- 

ion thus? 

I charge thee, I do befeech thee, fear not! 

Wer’t not that thine eyes are two luftrous ftars, 

And pierce the knotted bow’rs that enround thee, 

Wer't not for thofe lips breathing perfumes fo 
{weet, 

That men will haunt around this fpot to know 

Whence fuch things come, O! wer’t not for all 
thefe, 600 

I'd tell thee love, and truly too, thou’rt fafe! 

And fecret from the piercing eye of man. 

Roja. Indeed it were too foon to leave your 

Queen! 

Your abfence will engender in her mind 

Some dark fufpicion, which may ripen ftraight, 

And bring forth jealoufy, defpair and rage ! 

Let not thus your heated blood o’ercome you! 

Be rul’d! ’twere better fo for both of us. 

I will-be thy jatlor, love ! and bind thee 610 

With fofteft flow’rs, feed thee with my kiffes! , 

So thou wilt be rul’d by me, my Harry! 

Hex. Wou’'d I were a God ! 
That yielding, 1 might honour more my chains! 
fam content, do with me as thou wil’t. 
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A Horn founds without. 


That is the fignal ‘tis Mowbray comes! 


Enter MowBRAyY. 


Well, Mowbray! what news ? 
Mew. A meflenger from Becket is arriv’d! 
Who brings’ fad tidings o’th’ good old Theobald. 
Hen, Alas! what of him? 620 
Mow. ’Tis thought, my liege, he’ll not live 
out the day. 
Hen. My good old Friend! my honeft Coun- 
{ellor, } 
Muft I now lofe thee? muft we part fo foon? 
To horfe'then Mowbray ! I'll follow thee. 


[ Mowbray goes out. 

Adieu, my love ! farewell my Rofamond ! 
3 [ Kiffes her. 
Roja. That kifs was thine, my Harry, and fo 


{weet 
It feem’d, as it wou’d challenge one of mine! 
Hen. Then give it love! 
| [ She kiffes bim. 
Rofa. Thine! will 1 keep fo clofe within my 
lips, | 
A zephyr fhall not dare intrude tpon’t! — 630 
When thou return’ft, Ill give it back again. 
Hen, 
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28 HENRY THE SECOND. 


Hen. Farewell! adieu! 


[ Exit. 


A Chamber. 


THEOBALD on a Bed fleeping.—Bucxur feated 
by bim. 


Beck. The dying man, that can thus’ {weetly 

fleep, 

Muft wear a foul within this outward fléfh, 

That knows no fin—how gently heaves his breaft, 

All cover’d with the filky fnow-white beard ; 

He fmiles as if an angel kifs’d his lips, 

And whifper’d him of joys that were to come ! 

Sweet foul! thou haft an everlafting feat, 

A throne in Heav’n above. Cou’d men but 
look, 

And fee a fight like this, they were all bleft ! 

Sin wou’d grow out of date, wou’d be forgot ! 


Enter Henry. 


Hen. How does the good old man ? 


Becxst rifes. 


Beck. He fleeps my liege ! 


Hen, And looks as fweet as any new-born 
babe ! 


| Henry fits in Becket’s place. 
Methinks 
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Methinks the regifter of men’s bad. acts 
Bears not one flain from any deed of thine 5 

And if it did, thou haft been penitent, 

And dropp’d fo'many tears for the offence, 

That clean the blot is wafh’d away; O! joy, 

To find that virtue hath fo much reward, 

As thusto {mile even on death himfelf ; 

That angel, who ranks firft in Heav'n above, 
Can only tell thy happinefs to come; 

For fuch a place it is that thou muft fill. 

Soft! he moves, my good old heart, how fares 


it ? 
Theo. What! my King, my fovereign here; I 
am Sir, 
As one that from a gentle fleep awakes 660 


To bid farewel to thofe on earth he loves ; 

And lay his foul upon the lap of peace, 

Until ’tis nurs’d into eternal blifs. 

To you, [ have a faithful fervant been, 

And toil’d thefe many years ; but now ’tis paft, 
If ought I at your hands have merited, 

I fain wou’d crave a boon, ere I go hence. 


Hen. Thou haf it. ‘Tell it I befeech thee. 


Theo. Invett good Becket, with thole dignities 
That ftraight I fhall give up unto your Grace. 
670 

Hen. By holy thorn! I fwear it fhall be done. 


Theo. Approach me, Becket. I have been thy 
friend ! | 
Then take a friend’s laft council—There’s thy 
King! | 
Above him fits enthron’d a greater fill ; 
Whilft on this earth thou can’ft thy Prince obey, 


And charge thy inward conicience with no fin, 
Tye. 
Rw Ae) 
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Do it I charge thee; he will efteem thee for’t, 
Men will blefs thee for’t, God will fave thee 
for’t, | 
Thus have I done. But, oh! beware of pride, 

For thou waft nothing, art grown into pow’r, 

If thou doft find ambition ftir within, ‘680 

Look back to what thou waft, and’ be content; 

Remember this, and then thou art moft happy. 
Beck. { thall Sir. 


“Theo. 1 wou’d my liege, a little more with you, 

But no! I cannot—O! Heav’n! Heaven! 
[ Dies. 

Hen. Yet ftay awhile—’Tis done—all’s over. 
This body late poffefs’d with faculties, 
How motionlefs! thofe lips that mov’d but now, 
To utter mufic fuch as angels do, 
Quite ftill! one little figh bore hence his foul 690 
Into the higheft heav’n!—Come forrow! 
For as I prefs this hand, my tears fhall flow, 
Bearing like company with my kiffes. 


Beck. Adieu ; my friend! my. Theobald! 


The King rifes from the Bed. 


Hen. The care of his interment fhall be thine ! 
As owing moft thou beft can’t honour him, 
Beck. 1 fhall fee it done my liege. 
Hen. Follow me now, forI wou’d {peak with 
thee. 


Looking back to the Bed. 


Farewel, my Theobald! farewel for ever, 
[ Exeunt. 


Enter 
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: Enter QUEEN ELEANOR. 


| #le, Is’t that my looks are channel’d with old 

. age, 

My body crook’d, or that my mind’s. grown 
four? 

Am I Queen Filen, Harry’s lawful wife? 

Why yes! and yet it fhould feem ’twere not fo, 

Where lies my offence? am I barren? “No. 

Have I then borne but women children ? “Yes! 

Men I have brought forth! what wills he more ? 

Wherefore fhou’d he thus leave me, I know not; 

And in footh I muft fit calmly down 

And weep his abfence ; were this the woman ? 

No; Ill chace him home, by Heav’n I will. 


Enter PRINCE RICHARD. 


Well, my Richard, where haft been my fon ? 
Rich. 1. parted now with John de Salifbury, 
Who did inftruct me of fad tidings. 
File. What fayeft thou ? 


Rich. Theobald, that good old ‘man, alas ! 
is dead. 


#le. Then peace to his departed foul, 


HENRY. THE SECOND. 


Enter Prince. JOHN. 


Fobm. Twill not fpeak of what thou know’ft 
already. 
Ele. I from thy 


hy 
But tell me who c 


— 


srother heard the heavy news! 
left think will fill his place ? 

dich. Our chancellor the goodly Becket. 

Fohn. So have J heard, by defire. of ‘Theobald, 
Who dying did requeit it of our father. 720 

Ele. Thy father, fayd’ft thou ? 

Fobn. Yes. 

File. Wath he then been to London ? 

Fobn. Aye, and is ere this at Woodtftock. 

Ele. Leave me awhile 1-——— 

[ Exeunt the Princes. 
What! hither come; return’d too, and not fee 
me ! 
For dying Theobald thou cou’d’ft quit thy fport, 
And leave the chafe; but forme! ’twere too 
much ! 

©! ’tis fome other paftime takes thee hence, 
But it fhall coft thee dear! By Heav’ns! it fhall, 
I am a woman! have a woman’s mind! 730 
Tenderly can love, can hate, and revenge, 
And will do fo, coft what 1t may— 
Now let me fee, what it were beft to do! 
Becket ! in this methinks, might ferve me well ! 
Ican my fons. command, Jord Leicefter too! 
And have a voice, which can in France do much! 
I will about it, and raife fuch a ftorm, 


Will need a greater ftill, than he, to quell. 
Enter 
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Enter JOHN DE SALISBURY. 


Speak ! art thou not Salifbury, Becket’s friend ? 
Salis. Yes, an’ pleafe your highnefs. 440 
Ele. Then tell me, where is he? 

Salis. With Theobald who lays now at Weft- 
minfter. 
Ele. ’Tis well, I will unto him there. 
[Lxit Queen. 
Salis. How wrapt fhe feem’d in thought! what 
can it mean? 

And faid that fhe wou’d unto Becket ftraight ! 

’Tis jealoufy, that ftirs within her breaft. 

Alas! poor Queen! indeed, I pity thee! 

And thou too Becket, my good lord and matter, 

For thee I fear, for thee in filence weep ; 

Thou’rt but a man, art frail, haft many faults ; 

Cou’d I but lull the bufy thought within, 

Or ftop thefe words that play upon my tongue, 

Still crying out— 

Thy fortunes Becket, will prove thy ruin. 

Cou’d I do this, I then were happy; but no! 

Awake, or in my dreams ’tis ftill the fame ; 

There’s fomething more in this than phantafy ; 

Yes ! ’tis curfed pride, that will undo thee ! 

I know thee but too weil ; thou haft a mind 

Wou’d lord a world, and think that world too 
{mall : 760 

Will. Harry bear all this? Impoffible ! 
D The 
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34 HENRY THE SECOND. 


The whole fum’d up, brings it to this at laft ; 
Becket muft fall! but he will greatly fall— 
Pll labour to ftop this, tho’? much | dread 
My labours will both vain and fruitlefs prove. 


[ Exit. 


On a Table many Papers. 
BECKET. 


Chancellor! Archbifhop!—but one ftep more,— 

Rome’s holy crown! and then I am content. 

That is my aim-——That’s the throne I'd fill! 

More I cannot! lefs I would not ftoop to. 

Now for the means—Will gold do this ? why aye; 

O 

And what will gold not do? Do’ft want a friend ? 

Gold will buy thee one! Do’ft lack efteem ? 

Lend but thine ore toall, and thou wilt gain it. 

Would’ft cut thy neighbour’s throat ? gold will 

do that ; 
Would’{t drink, wou’d’ft game, wou’d’ft wench, 
twill do all thefe, 

Nay and much more too—then it fhall ferve me, 

As it hath done others, and make me ioon, 

That which on earth I feek—No lefs than Pope. 

Thefe letters to my fecret friends in Rome 

Shall be difpatch’d and with them as much ae 
780 
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HENRY THE SECOND- 
Befides good items of what more will follow, 
As fhall make them moft excellent miners. 
But hold! here comes the Queen. 


Enter ELEANOR, 


Ele. How fares our good Archbifhop. 
Beck. A little fad, or fo! an’t pleafe your Grace. 
For that I have for ever loft my iriend! 
Le. Griev’{t thou for thy friend! what then 
fhou’d Ido? 
Lofing-at once a King, afriend, a hufband? 
Tell me, thou holy maa, is it a fin 
To rave, to curfe and feek revenge for this! j ®. 
Beck. Lady, this thou fhou’d’ft bear and be Ss 


content. AY 
Wou’d’ft thou to quench thy thirft, drink of the '¢ 
fea? | eo 


Or would’ft fuel add to quench the fire? 
‘Twere better thou did’{t fo! than comfort me 
With words fo tame! Iwill not heed thy coun- 
cil! 
Beck. Befeech you, hear me madam! 


Ele. Inftruct me to raife hell, Pll liflen then! 
Or tell me tales of thofe that have been wrong’d, 
And for a term of years have borne it here ! 


[ Pointing to her heart. 
Feeding the mind with thoughts of fweet revenge! 
Do this, and I will {wallow up thy words, 

As greedily as wolf his panting prey. 


D Pn Beck. 
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36 HENRY THE SECOND. 
Beck. I know thee wrong’d, and knowhow hard 
it 1S 
To bear fuch wrongs, and bid the mind be ftill ! 
Yet be not over rath my gentle Queen ! 
For though revenge be fweet, {till there is yet, 
A fting more poignant far,—Silent contempt ! 
Ele. But that I cannot put on! for my heart 
Wou’d burft, were I to fuffer fuch neglect, S10 
And not proclaim it to mens ears, with voice 
Of thunder’s felf, that all at once cries out, 
- Revenge and juftice! 
Whatfoe’er thou wou’d’ft, I'll do it for thee ; 
So thou’lt but walk with me in this affair. 
But now thou art in dignity fo high, 
With me it refts not to aid thee further! 
fold, madam! you can ftill do much! 
Tis then with thee to afk, and I hall 
srant ! $20 
Speak ! fay what is’t ! 
Beck. Say ! wou’d your highnefs condefcend to 
write—— 
Ele. I will do any thing. 
Beck. Thus then it is ;—I wou’d make friends 
at Rome, 
And if your Grace, by letters from your hand, 
Wou’d deign fpeak well of me, it might do 
much, 
In clearing of the way tor my fucceffion. 
Ele. I underftand thee well !—It fhall be done. 


Beck. ThenI am thine, and bound in honour 


to you: 
Ele. Richard and John my fons, are both with 
us! 


The 
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HENRY THE SECOND. 
The Irith to our aid will be prepar’d ; 
France too, I warrant me, thall not be {till ; 
Upon the weaknefs of our fex the King relies. 
But I fhall teach him what a woman is, 
When flighted in her love! Becket, farewel! 
We fhall meet again ere long. 


| Goes out. 
Beck. What have I faid? ftay madam! nay, 
fhe’s gone ! 
Am I not leagu’d to ftir rebellion ? 
Monttrous! to what hath my ambition led me? 
Why Theobald, erins thy {pirit at me thus? 840 
Look not fo chaftly, O! thou good old man! 
Prate not thy dying leffon in mine ears, 
Left fwift as thunderbolt it {trike me dead! 
Whither is Theobald flown? e’en up to Heaven! 
Could he but look down, ere that life’s heat hath 
Left his body cold, and fee his councils 
Trodden under foot, contemned, defpifed. 
That thought it is, doth fet my brain quite mad! 


Enter SALISBURY. 
BEcker farts. 


What art thou? Heav’ns how I dotremble! 
“Tis but good John, my worthy Salifbury ! 
Salis. How fares it Sir? 
Beck. Why well, very well! 
Salis. Nay fay not fo, my lord, your looks are 
pale, 
At your eyes portal ftands a wav ring tear, 
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38 HENRY THE SECOND. 
Wou’d fain burft forth !——~ 
But your great foul wills it not—O! fpeak Sir! 
Beck. Thou art truth, thou art honefty itfelf! 
Get thee away, thou mutt not reft with me. 
Salis. If, as you fay, I am true and honeft, 860 
Then why bereave me of both thefe virtues ? 
Beck. Speak thy meaning, I underftand thee 
not ! 
Salis. As owing you my fortune and my means, 
I in return owe truth and honefty ! 
Were I to leave you, then fhou’d I lofe both. 
Beck. Thou quite unman’f{t me !—How I do 
play the fool! 
D -j ot amo: PPA 
[ Bec LCL (UCC f Js 


that Breakf{peare of whom thou 


Salis, He watts your pleature ! 


Beck. Call him hither. 


wie Le Bone ts aes 
Enter BREAKSPEARE. 


From John de Salifbury I have heard of thee! 
Much hatt thou wrote, and art a learned clerk | 
Wou’'d’{t enter into my fervice? 
Break. My lord, moft willingly! and fhall be 
proud, 
In obeying one fo goodly as yourfelf. 
Beck. Wou’d’tt thou bear letters from me hence 
to Rome ? 
_ Break. That were atafk I doubly fhou’d defire, 
init, asin doing it, I ferve your grace ; 
And fecondly, that I wou’d journey thither! 


Beck ‘ 
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HENRY THE SECOND. 39 
Beck. Go then, prepare thyfelf, and on th 
morrow 


The packets fhall be ready, fare thee well! 
Break. My lord, I humbly take my leave. 


Woodfiock. 
A Room in the Palace. 


MowesrRay aud CLIFFORD meeting. 


Cliff. Good morrow, to thee, 

What think’{t thou Mowbray, mounts not 
Becket well? 

Mow. Aye, marry! 
As from blind fortune he wou’d pluck the crown, 
And leave her nothing further to beftow. 

Clif. Indeed ; he has all he can afpire to ! 

Mow. Nay, believe it not. 

Clif. Ist poffible, he will defire more ? 

Mow. Aye! and like the greedy dog rth’ fable, 
May lofe the fubftance, catching at the moo 

880 


Thought cannot reach at what he wou’d afpire. 
Cliff. Nothing lefs than e’en the crown itlelf! 
For being Chancellor and Archbifhop, 
He occupies at once two dignities ; 
Bear hard upon the very rank of king! 
Mow. Wou’d’ft thou believe’t, he’d fain be 
Pork oF Rome! 


D4 Cliff. 
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40 HENRY THE SECOND. 
Cliff, Uf{carce can think it, where did’ft hear 
this ? 
Mow. 'That have I learned, and ftill much 
more ; 
When Ch Ancctn ly the king did lend him mo- 
nl 
h 


Oo 


Sy 

Ofwhich he yet hath render’d no account, 890 
And sip to gain him she for the popedom, 
He hath been lavifh of the public ftock, 

And this to Henry hall I foon unfold. 


Clif. Do’t then, with fpeed, I pray thee, for 
ere lc ON, 
Che king intends to hold a parliament, 


4 | } 


In the which he wi iil propofe fundry laws, 
Appertaining much unto the clergy. 
Becket to thefe, I know will ne’er agree ; 
’Tis then the King may tax him with thet > frauds, 
He can, nor anfwer, nor refift the charge, © goo 
Which will in Harry much difpleafure raife, 
And inthe end, may prove his overthrow. 
Mow. It is well thought! thy counfel I fhall 
follow. 
Where is the king? 
Chiff. With Rofamond, my daughter, at the 
bower! 


Hither he will return, ere night advance. 
Mow. Wilt to my chamber? let us there con- 


fer, 
That we the better may fecure our purpofe. 


] 
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The Bower. 
Henry and RosaMonp (/iting. 


Hen, As the fond mother bending o’er her 
child, 910 
Longing doth fit, and wifh to kifs its lips, 
Yet dares not wake it from all gentle fleep :—— 
Or, as the drowfy foldier on the watch, 
Hearing fome diftant buz, doth lift’ning ftand, 
Fatt rivetting his eyes upon the {pot, 
From whence fuch noife proceeds, I, even fo 
Can fit and look on thee, my faireft Role, 
Striving in vain to number o’er thy charms; 
And when my tafk I think well nigh compleat, 
One file doth add fo many beauties more 920 
That I my labour muft begin anew. 
Rofa. And for thy pains, {weet love! I kifs thy 
lips, 3 
Hang round thy neck, tell thee how Venus lov’d, 
And yet ne’er lov’d fo true as I do thee. 
Sweet nature! was to thee moft bountiful, 
Not framing thee alone a perfect man, 
But ftealing the quinteflence of each virtue, 
That fhe might make thee keeper of them all ! 
Yes! to men’s cyes thou art a lovely catket, 
But cou’d they view the ftore that is within, 930 
Thine outward form wou’d then appear a blot; 
For courage, wifdom, charity are thine! 


4 


And when thou did’ft firft fee thy Rofamond, 
Love pluck’d his burning heart from out his 
breaft, 
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49 HENRY THE SECOND. 


Cleft it in twain, then gave to each of us, 
An equal fhare! Was it not fo, my Harry ? 
Fen. Yes, {weet love! but Venus too was 
bufy, 
And whilft the did bedeck thee with her charms, 
Was pleas’d fo with the work, that fhe ne’er 
thought 949 
How fhe herfelf had ftripp’d, giving thee all ! 
AsI kifsthee, methinks {weet love himfelf 
Sits on thy front, and waves thy filv’ry hair! 
As jealous he wou’d keep me from the theft, 
Yet he ne’er thinks how ev'ry gentle touch, 
From thefe his filken whips, make it more {weet ; 
For gliding o’er my lips, they do diftil 
Thick golden odours to the tafte, as fweet, 
As fleepy dove’s eye to the love fick heart. 
Rofa. Then with mine hair I’ll weave thee fuch 
an heart 95% 
Which thou fhalt carry in thy bofom fweet, 
As a true token of thy Rofamond’s, 


[Difant found of an hori. 


Hen. But foft! the diftant horn doth chide 
For this my too long abfence! I muft away, 
And thereby ftop fufpicion: farewel, love! 
[ Kiffes hére 
Rofa. Nay, Harry, I mutt with thee, through 
the bower, 
And when we part, thefe eyes fhall follow love, 
960 
And mock themfelves with airy fight of thee; 
Returning, I will ftop and fay, ’twas here 


Thung 
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HENRY THE SECOND. 43 
I hung upon his robe ! ’twas here I kifs’d him! 
| Then anxious wait my love’s, my lord’s return. 


Woodftock Palace. 


Enter Henry and Mowsray. 


: Hen. Now we’re alone, what wou’d’ft thou with 
us? 
Mow. ’Tis touching Becket, Sir, that’ 1 wou’d 
{peak ! 
Hen. Well! Mowbray, what of him? 
Mow. I wou’d ’twere lefs, than that 1 fhall 
make known; 
Moft vilely he doth wrong your Grace. 
Hen. Have acare! Ido believe thee honeft, 


979 

And think thou’ft a tongue ne’er ftoop’d to falie- 
hood ! ed 
f wou’d forgive that man, who {poke me truth, —all 
Though he ftood charg’d with fouleft murder ; ot 


But I wou’d fpurn that foul wou’d tell a lie, 
Tho’ dearer to me e’en than life itfelf; 
For ’tis of fins the meaneft, the moft vile! 
Beware of malice; thus far I warn thee ! 
And now proceed. 
Mow Weigh well my words, I do befeech your 
Grace! 980 
For fhou’d I fpeak more thantruth, tho’ it be 
In the uttering of one fyllable, 
Spurn me tofoot! cail me bafe liar! 
This will I bear from you, my royal fir! 
Hen, 


44. HENRY THE. SECOND. 
Hen. To thy purpofe then. 


Mow. When Chancellor, you lent Becket mo- 
nies ! 


Hen. I did. 


Mow. And think thofe monies well applie 
Hen. 1 do believe fo ! 


Mow: Fore God! then I do pledge myfelf 
hey are not. ggoO 


th 
And as I {peak the truth, fo may I anfwer ! 
Hen. Ha’ft ought elfe to-add unto the charge ? 
Mow. I have much more, and much worfe too, 
my lord. 
He hath drawn largely, from your treafury | 
n. ie d to what end do this? 


He 
Mow. Tho’ great my liege! he wou’d be 


S 


eee fe 
Hen. What; aims he at our power then? 
Mow. Not fo; but fain wow’d be Rome’s holy 


Hen. How! fay you, Pope of Rome! 1000 
Mow. I have faid it, " Sint 


Hen. And thou a fhal’t aniwer it. 
Mow, Moft v Wil lling rly Thy y liege. 


Enter Lord pe CriFrorp 
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HENRY THE SECOND. 
Hen Well! be filent both I charge ye. 
o 
Both. We {wear it Sir! 
Hen. Mowbray | thou muft hence to London! 
We would at Clarendon meet all our lords, 
And look I charge ye, Becket fail usnot! 1010 
[Takes a paper from bis pocket. 
This order bearing our royal fignet, 
Shall command their attendance! make good 


{peed, : 
And remember that, thou haft to anfwer. 
Mew. Fear me not; Sir, good health unto your 
race ! [ Goes out. 


ge 


Hen. The like to thee, farewel! My Lord 
Clifford, 
See all be ready for our journey hence, 
And look you wake us, by five i’the morning. 
“Iy ‘ ieae | 
Chiff. 1 thall my hege ! 
Hen. See that our favourite mettled fteed, SA 
Be faddled early. Farewel! 1020 \ 
Ns ; & 2 f af a Ye } 
Cliff. Sweet reft unto your grace! Ye 


London. 
A Gbhamber. 
Enter ELEANOR and R1IcHARD. 


Ele. How wears the time, hath it yet gone 
twelve? 

Rich. Sweet mother, no! but it bears hard 

upon. 
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I warrant me, they will not fail their time ; 

O, here comes John, my brother! 

fle. Bring’ ft thou any tidings ? 

john. Lord Leicefter, and Lord Hugh will 
foon be here ! 

Ele. Aye! and Becket our Archbifhop too. 

Rich. What! is he then with us, who is’t did 
this? 1030 

Ele. "Twas 1! and were it not nobly done? 

Rich. Aye! truly, but how did’ft compafs it ? 

Ele. Afk me not here, I'll tell thee more at 
leifure. 


Enter LEICESTER ond CHESTER. 


Well! good Leicefter, how many are we {trong ? 
Leic. For mine own part, I mufter full two 
thoufand, 
And Lord Hugh Chefter here, as many more. 
ohn. My brother Richard, and myfelf com- 
mand, 
At leaft five thoufand able fighting men. 
Ireland fhall fend us full three thoufand more ! 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. A meflenger without 1040 


Wou’d {peak unto your grace, 


Ele, Then fhew him to our prefence ! 
[| Exit Servant. 


Enter 
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HENRY THE SECOND, 


Enter Meffenger. 
Whence come you Sir? 


Meff. From William King of Scotland,— 
Who with thefe letters greets your highnefs. 
Ele, Go, get refrefhment, and reft awhile! 
[ Meffenger goes out. 


(Opens the packet. ) Well, Lords! here is news 
indeed } | 

By this I learn, Scotland 1s with us too. 

‘Twas I who ftirr’d William our brother to this! 


Ches. I wou’d you had done the like by Mow- 
bray ; 1059 
For he’s in battle, a moft.valiant knight. 
Leic. That were impoffible! fince with Henry, 
He ftill remains the firm and fteady friend. 


Ele. So let him! we count thrice Harry’s 
number, 

Befides, our troops are all prepar’d for war, | 
Whilft yet the King knows nothing of our aim. 
How I do burn to fhew him that ve done. 
To make his ftubborn, never bending knee 
Kifs the bare ground, and for my pardon fue‘ 
That were revenge indeed, revenge mott {weet’ 


Enter 


Bas hae Pia ROT) She D\ ee Ns Yee ae 


HENRY. THE SECOND. 


48 


Enter BECKET. 


Why art thou thus tardy, my Lord Archbifhop? 
pele oy 


EQUG 


} 


Beck. Moft gracious Queen! I humbly do be- 
{eech, 
That as I’ve well revolv’d this bufinefs, 
You'll no further urge me, to act therein. 


Ele. Why how now Becket ? 


Beck. Good Queen! my conicience wills it fo. 


b J 


Hold! I wou’d a word in private with 
you. [Lakes him afide. 
When Ito Rome did LETTERS write, I then 
Did on thy piety and goodly deeds enlarge, 
And gave thee virtues fcarce to man belong’ d. 
Moft patiently thy confcience bore all this : 
Now in footh thou haft receiv’d thine earneft, 
1070 
And like a cunning clerk would’f{t prate of con- 


{cience, 
But I will all confefs unto the King! 
That he may know thee for an hypocrite, 
This will J do, if thouremain not firm. 
Beck. Think but a while how much the King 
: hath ferv’d me! 
How many favours he hath heap’d upon me ; 
Befeech you, lady, let me eee away ! 


Ele. Thou knoweft my fentence! do as thow 


wilt. 

Beck. Madam, I am yours! and muft bow 
content. 

Ele. Why {fo ’tis beft. 1080 


Hunter 
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HENRY. THE SECOND. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Roger Mowbray wou’d {peak unto your 
Grace. 
Beck. Bring fim unto us. 


Enter MowBRaAy. 


Mow. At Clarendon, the King wou’d fee you 
Lords ; 
As he doth purpofe there a Parliament: 
He begs your Grace moreover will not fail. 
Beck. We fhall meet him there.— 
- Mow. Here is the order bearing his fignet, 
[Takes out the paper which the King gave him. 
Which he bade me fafe deliver to your hands. 
Mine errand thus fulfill’d, I take my leave. 
Leic. Yet hold! good Mowbray, 1090 
Thou art moft true and faithful to the King. 
Mow. And hope, my lord, I ne'er fhall prove 
other. , 
Leic. He doth but ill requite thy pains. 
Mow. I think not fo, for I have one reward 
O’ertops all that majefty can beftow ; 
’Tis greater far than title, riches, power ; 
The mind’s content—in honouring my King, 
And loving my country, I gain all this, 
What wou'd you more? Malice or treafon 
E Alike 


dame? Shs 


50 HENRY THE SECOND. | 
Alike I defy——— T1100) 
My unftain’d foul thall wait death’s direful blow, | 
And fet but once to rife again for ever. 
Leic. Mowbray, farewel ! 
Mow. Health to you all. 


[ Goes out, 
Ele. We'll change his note, I warrant ! 


Beck. 1 muft follow him, for I have letters, | 
Which I wou’d that Mowbray bear unto the 
King ! 
Ele. Thouart with us. 
Beck. Moft truly, fo, 7 
[ Goes out. | 
Rich. Now then, prepare we for the parliament! | 
fobn. And then for war— 111G 
emble all your froops, 
h, march on to Clarendon, 
Ere night, myfelf and John thall overtake you. 
Leic. 8 Ches, Fare ye well! 
Rich. See,, brother, the like be done by our 
men ; 7 
And tell Earl Robert, we'll appoint the halt 


At our next meeting ; {peed thee to dothis! 


Fobn. IV thall attend to it {traight: 


Rich. Leicefter, afl 
And with Earl Hu 


= 0 09 


[ Goes ‘our. 
Rich. Sweet mother, thou wilt after us. 


Ele. Vhe lofs of life alone, fhall plead excufe, 
Rich, > Till next we meet farewel ! 1120 
Ele. Farewel! my gentle Richard. 


SCENE: 


THE SECOND. 


HIENRY 


Si@ EN? Ki 
A Hall at Clarendon. 


a hee : % 
Kinc, Lorps, ArcHBisHop oF YORK, and 
Becket, with Bifhops affembled. 


Parchments, €8c. laying on the table. 


Hen. Though we our clergy much efteem, my 
lords, 
Our People are ftill moft dear unto us : 
We cannot therefore pafs fuch crying deeds, 
As late in violation of our laws, 
We find our bead{men have been charged withal ; 
Drunkennefs, gluttony, bloody murders, 
Have partially been judg’d and pardon’d. 
I therefore have thought meet to form an act, 
Purporting to try the fins of churchmen, 1130 
Not by theirs, but by the laws of the Jand. 
As next to us in power, we callon you, 


Our lord of Canterbury, to fign this! 


[ Becket goes to the iable and feemingly reads over 


the parchment. 
Beck. My liege, I dare not, for *twou'd curb 


the rights, 
And weaken much the laws of holy church. 
Hen. If holy be thy laws, why fuffer they 
Such bold, fuch impudent, fuch daring crimes 
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52 HENRY THE SECOND. 
To pafs unpunifhed, in the fight of God. 
The greateft of my peers for murder dies ; 
But you fo wink at practifes moft vile, 
That they do fit you eafy as your robes ; 
Tell me! who gave ye thefe privileges ? : 
Beck. God’s minifter elect, the Pope of Rome! | 
Hen. \fhame to hear thee fpeak thus! why | 
doft think 
The hand of God wou’d fanétion deeds like | 
thefe > 
Beck. From him the Pope’ receives his holy | 
truft, 
Whate’er he doth ordain, comes from above ; 
Therefore I will not. to this a& fubfcribe. 
Hen. Proud .upftart man! but Iwill hold a 
awhile. 1150 
My Lord of York, and you my bifhops here, 
Wilt pleafe ye, fet your fignets to this deed? 
York, For mine own part, moft willingly ! 
Archbifhop of York and all the Bifhops 
Sign the deed. 


Becket rifes, and cails for the Seal of Chan- 
cellor, then going up to the table, throws 
it down. 

Beck. There, Sir! take back your‘feal of Chan- 
cellor, 
Beftow it elfewhere! I will no more on’t. 
Hen. But with it render me the fums. I lent 
thee. 


Beck. You never lent me ought. 
Hen. Did’ft not borrow of me four hundred 
marks P 


Beck. 
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Beck. Sir, you did give them to me! 
Hen. By holy thorn! but thou fhal’t pay me 
{traight, 1160 
Or elfe away to prifon for’t, 
Beck. 1am thy confeffor, thy ghoftly father ! 
Shou’d fon e’er feek to crufh his father ? 
Again I tell thee king! I’d rather die, 
Than leffen in one point, my churches rights. 
Hen. Proud, infolent clerk! as’ fyuch thou 
doft {peak ; 
But I will check thy pride, ere I do leave thee, 
Thou haft dealt freely with our treafury— 
Beck. ’Tis falfe! by holy church, ’tis falfe. 1170 


Hen. Mowbray, where art thou? ftand now to 
thy charge, 


Mowbray rifes from his feat. 


Mow. Here, my liege, and to his teeth I tell 
him, 
Fle hath made free with thirty thoufand marks! 
And let him now deny it if he dare-—— 


BECKET rifes in a paffion. 


Beck, Take thou the lie! and wer’t not for 
my priefthood, 
I wou’d againft the charge defend myfelf, 
With {word in hand, and make thy life anfwer it. 
Mow. To thy foul again proud prieft I give 
the lie, 
And fay thou haft dane that, and e’en much more! 
Bring thine accounts, nay! prithee, ftart not thus. 
Es Beck. 
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Beck. Vile infect! peace, I fpurn thee. 
Mow. Wou’d thou wer’t other than thou art, 
proud prieft. 
Mowbray going towards Becket enraged. 


KInG rifes. 


Hen. Sit! Mowbray, I charge thee fit. 
Mow. O! fuch ufage, my lege !— 
Hen. Peace! I fay. 
Mow. I crave your highnefs pardon, for thofe 
words 
Were harfh enough to ftir a coward’s blood; 
Yet l will obey, my lord.— 
aaah | Sets down. 
Hen. Wilt thou thy fignet fet hereto ? 


Beck. I dare not !——~ 
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Hen, Pay quickly then, that which thou ow’ft 


we me. | 
aN Beck. Were it a juft debt, Sire, I lack the 
ex means. 
Hen, Hie thee to prifon then! and may thy 
pride 


still bear thee up, and keep thee company.—— 

Art thou fo ftubborn and fo hard of heart, 

That we two, cannot dwell in this our land. 

Tell me proud Clerk ? muft L lord it o’er thee, 

Or is it great Becket’s will, that I fhou’d kneel, 

And learn obedience? —Infolent :vain,man! 
Beck. I wou’d not, Sir, you ftoop’d unto my 

will ! 
But wou’d, that you were govern’d by my coun- 
cil, 
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As confeffor, 1 know thy hidden fins. 
Hen. Vil bear no longer—Without there, my 
guard !— 
Leic. Hold! I will pay that he owes to you 
Sire! 


Hen, Then do fo, and I fhall mark thee for it ! 
Beneath this thew of liberality, 
Sure fomething lurks! Is man thus kind to man, 
And, without caufe? the world runs not. fo 
{mooth. 
Break up the council ! Mowbray, follow me: 
But look to thyfelf, my good Lord Leicefter. 


[They all follow the King except Lord Lei- 
cefter and Becket. 


LTeic. My lord Archbifhop, whither go you, 
now? 


Beck. I fhall with fpeed towards Canterbury. 
‘Leic. And I to join the Queen and Princes, 


Beck. Then bear to her this meflage, I pray 
| thee ! 
Wer'’t not that now the king did threaten me, 
Call’d me liar, and ’fore mine enemies, 
Stain’d my honour, and ufed vile words withal, 
I ne’er my vow of fecrecy had broke, 
But to be treated thus, J will not bear; 
As holy confeffor unto the King! 
I can the caufe of this neglect make known, 
The Lord de'Clifford’s daughter, Rofamond ; 
’Tis fhe that fills the feat in Harry’s heart ; 
And robs fair Ellen of her hufband’s love. 


Leic. This is indeed, moft bafe, but where 
dwells the? 
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Beck. Nigh Woodftock palace ftands a fecret | 
bower, 


The which, with fo much art and {kill is form’d, 

That it defies the cunning of man’s fearch! 

For tho’ you’d feem to pace it o’er and o’er, 

You ftill return unto the felf fame fpot, 

By which you enter’d ; known 1s the fecret 

Only to Mowbray and her father, Lord de Clifs 
ford. | 

Leic. 1 fhall with fpeed, relate this to the 

Queen ; 
And much fhe will applaud thee for this news. 
Farewel ! my lord. 

Beck. My love go with thee too, farewel ! 
Cou’d I mine eyes turn inward to my foul, 
They’d find it care-worm, fick, nay, very fick f 
My glory fades, my triumph’s at an end. 

I wifh’d for more, yet greater fhall not be: 

A fummons here bids me prepare for death ! 

O! ’tis a dreadful call, when our account 

In Heav’n’s great regifter, ftands blotted. 

A punifhment, but for a time to bear 

Were nothing, but to be for ever curft 

To all eternity, ’tis horrible ! 

No end, no diftant time, that one may fay, 
Thus much, and ’tis o’er, then am I happy! 

But no! we muft to never-ending fires ; : 
Or chance, be plac’d beneath the thrones of thofe | 
That bleffed are, and fay within thyfelf, 

Thus might I have been! ’tis a madning thought! 
’Tis on this earth to me a very hell !— 

Ill in, to Heaven breathe a fervent prayer! 

Seek peace and comfort, for ’tis only there ! 


A Cham- 
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A Chamber. 


Enter Stn REGINALD Berison, Sir Hucu Mor- 
VELE, Sir WM. Tracy, and SIR 
RicHarpD BryrrTo. 


Sir Hugh to Sir Reginald. 


Did’ft not mark the King? 

Sir Reg. He feem’d in wrath~—- 

Sir Rich. Rather fay he was fo, and with juft 

caufe. 

Sir Wm. ‘Nowd I had been Harry! when fo 

proudly 
He did give up the feal of Chancellor— 
His life fhou’d {carce have fatisfied my rage. 

Sir Reg. Heard’ft thou that, the King did fay 

but now? 

Sir Hugh. Vl tell it—On entering his chamber, 
He fat him down, and frowning leant on’s hand ; 
The fcarlet dye that fluth’d upon his cheek, 
Became all palid, then turn’d to red again, 
Twice Mowbray did addrefs him, but in vain ; 
No longer able to re{train his wrath, 

In rage he thus burft forth—By holy thorn! 

Is it not pity that no one prefent, 

(For many here do call themfelves my friends !} 
Will here ftand forth, and rid me of this man, 
This haughty clerk, this infolent proud prieft.— 
More he faid not, but leaning on his hand, 
Again turn’d filent, and feem’d loft in thought ! 


Sir 
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Sir Rich. Shall we then prove his friends, and 

do this deed? 
Where is Becket now? 

Sir Reg. Gone hence to Canterbury 

Sir Rich. There let him ftay—are we all 
acreed ? 

Sir Hugh. Aye,if he fign not to the king’s a ! 

Sir Rich. Then let’s away ! arm ourfelyes and 
follow him, 


All, A greed ! 


4a Chamber. 
Enter ELEANOR and LetcEste R, 


Ele. At Woodftock Bower, fayd’ft thou ? 

Leic. Madam, I did. 

Ele. For this, I thank thee Becket. 
Patience avaunt ! I will no more of thee, 
Was I before a tigrefs in revenge ? 

I now am worfe than tongue to ear can tell 
For I can act fuch things—but no matter, 
Were this fame Rofamondscas’d round with flint, 
My nails, the rugged fubftance fhou’d tear off, 
Rend forth the heart from out her {trumpet breaft, 
Then fmiling tell the king, ’twas I that did it ! 

Leic. Madam, beware how you proceed in this, 
Cunning and art will better ferve your purpofe. 

file. \Where is the Lord de Clifford now? 

Leic. At Woodftock, as I cuefs. 

Ele. How fay you? 

Did he not attend the parliament ? 
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Leic. He did ; but ere the council was broke 


up, 
At Clarendon he took horfe, and left us. 
Ele. Went Mowbray thither too? 
Leic. No, he refted with the king. 
Ele, Alone !. why then ’tis juft as I wou’d have 
it ; 
I muft away ; do you unto my fons, 


Tell them ere time hath worn three days compleat, 
I fhall again be with them.—Fare thee well! 


S CEN E—Canterbury Cathedral. 
Becker comes flowly forward feeming thoughtful. 


Man hath his day of joy and mifery ! 

How fhort the one, how lafting is the other! 

With me the firft is long blown o’er, and now 

The fecond comes, to mock my tortur’d foul, 

With ideot laughter, ringing to mine ears 

My lofs of power, my faded glory —— 

This overpeering front! that bore a fun 

Outfhone the girdled brow of majetty, 

Now clouded, dim, and pale. , O! I am fick. 

Tuth! tufh! the fleep of death will cure all 
thoughts: 

And yet, mutt this my wholefome goodly flefh 

Rot, and ferve to feed the crawling earth-worm, 

Who nothing favours but of duft and clay ;— 

I tremble at the thought, and e’en but now— 

They wind about my flefh, and to the feel 

Are damp, and cold, as that fame liorrid fweat, 

Which frets from ott the front of dying man! 


Yet it muft be fo, death will have his due, 
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The worm will feaft his-fill, and man muft rat— 
Thus much for the body corruptible! 

As for the foul!—I wou’d, but cannot {peak, 
And were I, all wou’d be conjectural, 
My account wou’d ftand as clear at the laft, 
As now, that I have nothing uttered. 


Enter JOHN DE SALISBURY. 


Saks. Letters from the Queen, my lord! 
Beck. Take them hence! 
Pl ftir no more in this rebellion. 
Salis. How fay you, Sir! Rebellion ? 
Beck. 1 have {poke too much, yet what mat- 
ters it? 
Yes! Salifbury, Iam that godly man, 
Who have repay’d the bounty of his Prince 
With damned treafon—O! curs'd ambition, 
To thee! I long ago have fold my peace, 
And now my life muft anfwer for the fault. 
Now what think you, Sir? I am a traitor! 
And worfe! for I have broke my oath to God, 
Told to mens ears, thofe fecrets which the King 
Did breathe to me his ghoftly confeffor 
O! Iam a poor wretched, loft, loft man. 
Salis. And yet you are my gracious matter ftill— 
Beck. Leave me! I prithee leave me. 
Sais. O turn not thus from thy true Salifbury ! 
{ will not quit, but hang upon this robe, 
Till you look down upon your once lov’d friend! 
This out-ftretch’d hand, which fain wou’d bid me 
hence, 
Thus let me kifs! and its unkindnefs fhame. 


Beck. Can’f{t thou then look upon me with 
pity? 


Is 
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Is thy good heart fo foft that it doth melt 
Like fhow-drop, thus to behold my greatnefs ? 
Which once did fhine as bright as mid-day fun, 
But now! is fet forever, O! can’ft thou 
Weep fo faft, and for a poor fall’n man! 


Salis. 1 have a memory of what is paft ; 
Can view my prefent ftate, and that it was, 
Can fay here is the man, hath done all this! 
Hath cloath’d and fed me, been tome a father ! 
This felf fame man doth fall, and fhall not I 
Remember fuch things were, and ftoop to fave 
him? 
O! yes, and give up fortune, life, nay all. 
[ Kneels to Becket, who embraces him. 


Beck. 1 did not think fuch virtue dwelt on 
earth ; 

No more! I’ll weep upon my prefent woes ; 
For they have taught me what a man may be, 
Who keeps his confcience clear, and free from fin. 
They have inftructed me, that here below, 
The friend you have in high profperity, 
May in adverfity, prove ftill the fame. 
Yes! for my Salifbury is yet moft true, 
Had I been alway great, I ne’er had known this. 
Now let us to prayer! 


Enter Priefts, bearing the chalice and crofier, with 
others following, clad in white, they go 
up to the altar, BECKET and 
SALISBURY follow. 


Enter a Monx 1a feeming hafte. 


Monk. Fly! fly! fave yourfelf my Lord Arch- 
bifhop-——— 

| Becket turning from the fteps of the altar. 

Beck, 
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Beck. What means this ? 
Monk. Four Knights, all arm’d! are feeking fot 
your Uesas 
They rail’d againft you, and did mutter threats ; 


o* 


On gueftioning ine errand, they an{fwer’d, 


We come from Henry! to fests a traitor.— 
Befeech you, away my lord, and fave yourfelf. 
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Our fouls will join again, in heav’n for ever. 


Sir Reg. Where is Becket ? Where is the traitor? 
Beck. Hold! I anfwer to the name of Becket, 
But not to that of traitor: your will Sirs, 
And how dare ye thus my church protane ! 
Your bodies cas’d in rude and warlike fteel, 
Your caps lock’d on your brows, your Reavers 
down, 
Which fhou’d be off, 1n fuch a holy place, 
A houte of peace, and nota field of battle! 
Sir Hugh. We ftand not upon ceremony. 
Beck. ’ Twere better Sirs you did! who are ye? 
Sir Hugh. We from infulted majefty are come, 
To know if thou unto his aét will fign? 


Beck. 
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Beck. Then brie efly I reply, I will not 
"Twou’d weaken much the pow’r of holy church, 
So get ye hence! and bear this anfwer back ; 
Or rather (for well I know your errand) 
Compleat your work, (he /miles in contempt) "twill 
do ye honour Sirs. 


Sir Hugh. Dar’ft thou to mock us with rude 


contempt? 
T were better thou did’ft footh us with fair words. 
Beck. Peace! I fay—-What ! I footh, I flatter ye, 
Know ye my ftation, Sirs, and who I am ? 
Thomas, holy Lord of Canterbury! 
The King and I, or Becket and Henry, 
Are but the felf-fame thing. 
Sir Reg. Hear ye this? 
Salis. For heavens grace, Sir, do not thus urge 
them. 


Beck. Your ear, Sirs! I meant not to lifp my 
words, 


Yet wherefore wafte my foeech upon fuch things? 
Were ye true men, you ’d thew your faces bare, 
But now ye come to act a damned deed, 
And fhrink to let meh peep upon your looks ; 
But know! there is an eye can pierce that fteel, 
A mighty hand! will crufh the guilty foul, 
A righteous God! to judge the murderer. 
Sir Hugh. And to condemn thee, traitor which 
thou art ! 
Beck. Were I elfewhere than in this fainted 
place, 
Tho’ clad but as I am, in thefe thin robes, 
I wou’d againft ye all oppofe myfelf, 
Wou’d fingly crufh thofe arms ye but difgrace, 
And to perdition downward hurl your fouls. 


Sir 
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Sir-Reg. VI beat no more! that for thy words— 
Sirtkes at him with his fword, Salifbury 
holds out bis arm, and receives the blow, 
the Priefts all affrighted, retire, except 
NTUCA Becket tries to wrench .a 
{word out of one of their bands. 
Beck. Why row! ye e fhow yourfelves, but I’ll 
grapple 
Another Knight behind firthes him on the head. 
Sir Hugh. Thy labour 1s but vain, have at thee: — 
Becket falls with one knee on the fiep of the 
altar, Salifbury holds him up, kneeling 
by bine. 
Beck. O God! and thou Saint Denis! at whofe 
fhrine 
I now receive the all-dread blow-of death,— 
To thee, I offer up my parting foul. 
[They firike him again. 
Beck. Again a blow! [ Strikes again 
And now another !—O Salifbury ! 
Take me to thine arms, I die a martyr——— 
O Lord! all merciful ! forgive my fins | 
*Tis done! my God forgives, he pardons me. 
And thus, thus, my foul flies up to heaven! [ Dies. 


Salis. Amen! amen! my noble matter. 


64 


Sir Hush. Now we have done the deed, let’s 
unto his houfe, 
Seal up his goods, then onward to the King ! 
Come then! about it ftraight. [ Lxeunt. 


The Monks enter in Procefion, and fing a Races to 
Jolemn Mufte. 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes to a Chamber in the Palace, London. 


Henry and Mowsray. 


Hen. How fay you, Mowbray? 
Mow. Your people of the North, are all in 
arms, 
And headed are, by Ellen and your fons. 

Hen. How many are they ftrong? 

Mow. Full nine thoufand! and fecretly I learn 
William the Scottifh King is with them join’d, 
Who to their number adds fix thoufand more :— 
They fear not, but loudly do defy you! 

Hen. My wife! my fons! all leagu’d at once 

again{t me ! 


- Was ever curfe, upon a parent’s head, 
P Pp 


Pour’d down with fo much vengeance as on 
mine ? | 
Why toils the father for his infant child ° 
Since he but warms a {nake to fting his peace ; 
At once, ’twere better population ceas’d, 
Than ftock the world with beings fuch as thefe. 
I cou’d now o’erturn this wide expanfe, 
Change the general face of all creation, 
Making the world a fecond chaos! 
Withing I were unborn !—what muft be done ? 
Mow. ’Twere better we make head againtft 
them. ) 
Hen, What numbers have we ? 
Mow. Near feven thoufand! 
Hen. The odds are great againft us then. 
Mow. Even fo, Sir. . . 
Hen. Where is that proud, that haughty 
Becket. 7 
Mow. He left the parliament for Canterbury. 
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Enter a Servant. 


Serv. One in feeming hafte wou’d fpeak unto 
your Grace ! 
Hen. Shew him before us! 


Enter one of Becket's Gentlemen. 


Hen. Whence come you Sir? 
Gent. From Canterbury. 
Hen. From Becket ! I fuppofe, 
Well, Sir! What news from him ? 
Gent. Alas! I come, and moft unwillingly, 
To fay, my lord and mafter’s murder’d. 
Hen. How! murder’>d—Who hath done this 
vile deed ? 
Gent. Four knights, my lord, belonging to the 
court. 
They did moreover fay, ’twas by your will. 
Hen. How! but they fhall juftly anfwer for it. 
Mow. Right well I know thofe that have 
done this at ; 
At Clarendon, you left the parliament, 
And in much choler, fome words did {cape you, 
That fcarce were utter’d, but you did repent ; 
Yet from thofe items, hath this deed been done. 
Hen, O' this, this is the very curfe of kings! 
If we-but nod, that nod mutt be obey’d ; 
And though we only have the thought of fin, 
Yet are there many that furround the throne, 
Who to gain love and favour of their Prince, 
Will nourith and ripen fuch finful thoughts, 
‘Till in the foul, they take a lafting root, 
And in the end feal us for deftruction. 


Mow... 
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Mow. ’Twere fit, my Prince, you think on 
your fafety. 
Hen. Where lies the enemy? 
Mow. They come to meet us in Northumber- 
land. 
Hen. On then! ‘and march we our men thither 
too! 
They aid, with mighty numbers a bad caufe. 
Ours is ftronger, ’tis upheld by juftice. 
| Exeunt. 


SCENE. 


Diftant View of Alnwick, in Northumberland. 


Enter PRINcE RicHarpD, Joun, and Henry, 
WiiLiAM Kinc or Scots. Hucyu Eart 
oF CuHeEesTER, Rospert Fart oF 
LEICESTER, and Army. 
Drums beating. 


Rich. Halt! Thus far have we march’d, 
crown’d with fuccefs, 
No fiege, no battle yet, hath worn our troops, 
No garrifon hath dar’d to ftop our courfe, 
But all obediently have ope’d their gates, 
And friendly been unto us, Tell me now! 
How call you this place? 
Leic. They name it Alnwick. 
Rich. Encamp we here, this ground doth like 
us well; 
Have yet our fcouts brought tidings of the King 
Ghes. Yea, good Prince, he marches flowly hi- 
ther. 


F 2 Rich. 
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Rich. What power brings he? 


Ches. Scarce feven thoufand men. 
Rich. So few! why fure he fleeps, but we'll 
roufe him. 
Tell me noble William! do’ft not think fo? 
Wm. From our Scot’s horn we’ll an alarum 
found, 
Shall ftir his fluggard foul, I warrant me. 
Thrice hath thy father batter’d down my arms,’ 
Degraded and difhonour’d me, but now! 
The time 1s come, that I fhall mock in turn. 
[ Drums beat. 


Enter QuEEN ELEANOR, 


Ele. My fons, my noblemen! how fare ye all!. 

This 1s a joyful and a feemly fight. 

Rich, Here is the hardy William, King of 
Scots, 

Who, with his power did join us yefternight. 
Ele. Welcome our brother, welcome unto us. 
Rich. Heard’ft thou, by the way, of noble 

Becket? 
Ele. Too much I fear, unwelcome is the news ! 

Oh! my gentle Richard, alas! he’s flain. 

Rich. Where, and by whom? 
Hie. Four knights, difpatch’d by Harry, as I 
hear, 

Murder’d him, 1’th’ Church at Canterbury. 
Rich. Deed moft foul! yet thall it to us prove 

fair. 

Juft Heav’n will crown our arms with victory, 

Making us inftruments of their vengeance. 

But where’s thy rival ? where is Rofamond ? 

Ele. No matter! -— 7 
She ne’er again will crofs me in my love. 


Rich. 
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Rich, Have you imprifon’d her, is fhe then 
{afer 
Ele. Aye! if death can make her fo. 
Rich. O mother, mother! this is too much— 
Ele. 1 came not hither to feek thy counfel. 
Rich. ’Twere better madam, had you fo done. 
Ele. No more, Sir! fhe’s poifon’d, and I’m 
content. 
Go! prate thy counfel to the howling winds ; 
They, not I, may chance liften to thy moan ; 
Or rather, go weep with Lord de Clifford 
Thoul’t find him i’the camp, chain’d and my pri- 
foner. 


[A trumpet founds. 


Enter Mowsray, with a Herald. 


Your errand, Sir? 
Mow. I come, with gracious offers from the 
King ; 
If it fo pleafe you, grant a hearing. 
Ele, Proceed, Sir! 
Mow. He will’d, that thrice his herald fhou’d 
found forth, 
Ere I, made known to you my embafly. 
[ Herald founds three times. 
Henry the Second, juft King of England, 
Doth here arraign Richard, John, and Harry, 
The lawful fons and heirs of his body, 
With Eleanor, their mother ; alfo 
Earl Robert, and Hugh Earl of Chetfter, 
With others here not nam’d, guilty of high 
treafon! 
But fhou’d they now confefs their rebellion, 
Difmifs their foliowers, and fue for mercy, 
Toall, fave only William of Scotland, 


Moft gracioufly his pardon he doth grant. 
F 3 If 
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If ftubborn, ye chance refufe this offer, 

No tie of blood will foften his vengeance ; 
The yearnings of a parent will be hufh’d,.—- 
Nor fhew the mercy of a congueror. 

Ele. Go! bear this anfwer back unto the king ; 
We fpurn his offer, and defy his rage. 
From us,.a f{peech like this, had founded well. 
We trom thy mafter, did expect fair words, 

Not threats like thefe.—Begone! you know our 
will, 

Mow. Wou’d ye, that I bear this anfwer back? 

#i, Aye! and take good heed you foften not 

the phrafe. 

Lew.  (Scoffingly.) Good Mowbray, gentle 

Mowbray, fare thee well! 
Mow, My lord! a word with you. 
[Leicefter goes to him. 
When I do jeer, Sir, ’tis not with my tongue ; 
This is the inftrament which I do ufe. 
[Putting bis hand on his fword. 
And this the arm, that works it, do’ft hear me? 
| Holds up bis right hand. 
I fhall in fight, *gainft thee oppofe myfelf, 


i = 


‘Tis there Pil anfwer this your mockery, 
And deal fo roughly with your lordthip’s creft, 
That were my lady’s monkey in the field, 
He’d mauland make a plaything of your bear, 
And wrench from out his paw, the rageed ftaff. 
Such a creft fuits well an apith bearer ; 
Fiout not good my lord! I ne’er do flatter. 

Leic. So, Sir, it fhou’d feem——~ 

Attempts to draw bis fword. 
Mow Wold! my Lord, I am a blunt Englifh- 
man, 

And in that title, boalt an unftain’d foul, 
A hand, that ne’er hath grip’d a rebel {word, 


But 
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But always borne the fteel ’gainft fuch as thee, 


Enemies of our true anointed King. 


Though I wou’d fain chaftife that perjur’d heart, 
And teach thee what it is to wear a ioul, 
That only lives to guard its country’s rights ; 
Yet by your leave! a lady claims refpect. 

[ Bows to the Queen. 
Farewel ! to-morrow i’th’ field we’ll meet, 
Then remember, or one, or both muft fall. 


Leic. I do accept the challenge. 


[Goes ont. 


Ele. Come, firs! I pray you now let’s inand 


reft. 


By times to-morrow, we'll attack the King; 
Therefore good night, and peace be with you all. 


Zl. Sweet Queen, farewel ! 


Kine Henry’s Camp. 


[ Drums beat. 


Enter Henry and MowBRAyY. 


Hen. They wou’d not liften to my terms! 
Mow. They did refufe, and fpurn’d your offer, 
Hen. Saw’ft thou the Scottifh King ¢ 


Mow. Aye! my lord. 


Hen. Well! fee my arms be laid within my 


{ent, 
And then get thee to reft. 


[ Mowbray kueels. 
Mow. Yet ere I go, thus on my bended knee 
I wou’d intreat a favour of your Grace. 
Hen. Then afk! Iam not want to deny thee. 
Mow. So pleafe it then, that you permit me 


Sire, 


To range my troops ’gainft thofe of Lord Leicefter. 
F 
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Hen, Thy boon is granted! fo good night. 
[ Mowbray rifes. 
Mow. Thank your grace! now fly thou creep- 
ing night, 
And let bright day light me te victory. 
May gentleft fleep attend your highnefs’ couch. 
[ Goes out. 
Fen. Why fare thee well, and to thy with, amen! 
Yet amen! will not clofe thefe care-worn eyes, 
Nor lull this troubled foul, for one fhort hour, 
Within thyarms, Oh! fleep, thou nurte of care! 
What avails my fceptre, ball, nay crown itfelf? 
All will not purchafe foft and {weet repofe ! 
The wretch who toils throughout the fun’s bright 
courfe, 
Tho’ he be ftretch’d upon the flinty rock, 
And lies not further from its lofty brink, 
Than half his body’s length, e’en fuch a man, 
Thou'lt bug, altho’ the roaring fea itfelf 
Conjoin, to make the {pot more horrible ! 
The peafant labours for his daily food, 
And hourly fweats from bodily fatigue ; 
But O! how different ftands the cafe with me! 
I for a nation toil, and if] fin, 
Mulions of fouls rain curfes on my head. 
I fee it now! the man whom fortune woos, 
Will ne’er be woo’d by thee! Wherefore is it? 
That now the curfe of Heav’n roars againft me, 
Louder and hotter, than ’tis wont to do ! 
T ne’er kill’d my father, deny’d my God! 
Yet doth my own fleth feek to deftroy me. 
Is it, O Lord! that I am worfe in fin? 
Or that the deeds of my forefathers gone, 
Are reckon’d up, and I am fingled out 
To an{wer all? Yet be it as it may, 
Do not fuffer O merciful Father! 
That J; to-morrow, inthe broil of war, 
Shou’d 
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Shou’d ftrike my flefh, and {pill my children’s 
blood. : 


My life be forfeit, and not theirs O Lord! 
Pil in, and wear away this dif{mal night 
In pray’r, and offering tears of penitence. 


A Field. 
Soldiers fighting, Drums beating, 8c. 
Enter MowBRAY. 


Mow. Already is the field one fea of blood! 
Which thrice I have o’er trod, yet find him not, 
Shou’d this day’s fight be ended ere we meet, 

I fhall grow fick, in very grief of heart. 


Enter LEICESTER in hafte. 


Lei. Come forth! and face me, where art thou 
Mowbray 
Mow. Here! here! and for this fight, I thank 
thee, Mars! 
Now breatt to breaft, and fteel to fteel oppos’d, 
Thus fight we, ’till of one the life be clos’d! 
They fight, Mowbray beats off Leicefer. 


Enter WitttaMm Kinc of Scors. 
Flourifh of Drums, &e« 


Wm, Whither fhall I fly? triumphant Harry! 
Like that fame lion blazon’d on his thield, 
Roars death to us and to our hoft! curs’d hour ! 
That I thou’d live again to grace his vidt’ry! 
Enter 
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OD 


Enter Kinc Henry, with his Helmet on. 
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Hen. Befhrew me, now! but Ido know thee 

well! . 

And long have fought thee! Thou’rt the Scot- 
tifh King! 

Then turn thy {word where it fhall honour reap, 

If it prove victor! Iam King Henry! 

Thou’rt my equal—A king againft a king, 

O glorious thought! thus! thus! have at thee 
then ! 
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[They fight, King of Scots ites. 
Enter Prince Ricuarp, with his Beaver down. 


Thou flieft ! and haply for thee, here is one, 

Who like thy guardian angel, lights on earth, 

To ftay that death, which elfe wou’d have been 

thine. 
[ Harry and Richard fight, then paufe. 
Hen. Stand aloof! thou art in fight, fo paffing 
hot! 

That I cou’d almoft {tamp thee for my blood. 
Rich. Why paufe ye Sir? come on again! 
Hen. Yet hold! Iwou’d thy beaver were un- 

lock’d, 

That I might view thy face. A deadly fweat 

Pours down my feverifh limbs, when thus I raife 

My fteel againft thy breaft—I will no more. 
Rich, Then thou art my prifoner. 

Hen. Nay, firft I will uncafe, and thew myfelf, 
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| Jf then thou know’ft me not, we'll to’t again, 
| And fhou’d I flay thee, thou wil’t nobly die! 


[ Turning up bis beaver. 
For Henry of England is thy rival! 


Richard drops his fword, kneels, and takes 
| bis father round the knees. 


| Rich. Gracious gods !—my father ! 
| Hen, O! fay, ar’t not Richard, my eldeft born ? 
[ Richard raifes bis beaver. 
Rich. | was, I was, but am no longer fo! 
For I have rebell’d againft my parent ; 
I am unnatural, have broke thofe bonds, 
Which in a child, fhou’d ftrengthen with his years; 
O never, never more! 
Can I make peace with. God, or thee my fire. 
Hen. Rife, my fon; from me thou haft for- 
givenefs, 


[ Embraces him. DG 
But remember, thy God muft pardon too. 


.< 
(Ds 
[ Shouting without, vittory ! vittory ! King = 
Henry hath gain’d the day. Dif 
Hen. This fhout doth hail me mafter of the t 


field ; : 
Follow! my child, I will unto my tent, 
And offer thanks to God ; come, cheer thee up. 


[ Exeynt. 
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Kine Henry’s Tent. 


Henry /feated on a chair of fiate, QuEEN Eien, 
Princes JoHNn, Henry and Ricnarp, 
Huecu or CHESTER, ROBERT OF 
LEICESTER, aud WILLIAM 
KING OF SCOTLAND, i# 
chains, Prifoners with 


Guards, ec. 
Drums and Trampets found. 


Hen. Let yon rude clamor ceafe! now tell me, 
Sirs, 
And you, our once lov’d queen, that gave them 
birth : 

Why have ye dar’d to ftain my peaceful land, 
And drench my fertile plains in Englith blood ? 
Have ye forgct your duty to your God, 

And can ye thus upon a parent dare to look, 

Who gave you being! 

Oh fhame, fhame! thus to.league with foul re- 
bellion. 

Fohn. (The other Princes kneel.) Forgive! O, 

pardon us, gentle father, 
The crime lies with our mother, not with us. 

Ele. Spare thy tongue thelabour of recital, 
I do confefs it, and glory in the deed. 


Enter Mowsray aid Lorp pg CLIFFoRD. 


Hen. Good Heav’ns ! Lord Clifford, how cam’f 
thou here ¢ 
Ele. 
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Ele. His tears. may ftop the current of his 
{peech ; 


Thus! thenitis. ’Twas I brought him hither, 

’Twas I poifon’d his daughter, thy maiftrefs! 

And ’twas. revenge! that urg’d me to this deed. 
Hen. Poifon’d !—What, my Rofamond dead! 
Mow. My liege, ’tis moft true. 

The noble Clifford here, hath told me all. 

Hen. For this deed, may’ft thou ftand for aye 
abhorr’d. 

My Rofe gone for ever! The fweeteft flow’r 

That e’er did kifs the bofom of the wind, 

Or {pread its fragrance to the May-morn fun! 

Abandon’d woman [To the Queen. 

Bear her from my fight, lead her to prifon, 

There let her pafs the remnant of her days, 

In penitence and pray’r.—Bear her hence, J fay — 

| Guards lead her out. 

And lead Earl Robert and Hugh Chelter, ftraight 

To execution—See, Mowbray, it be done. 

[ Mowbray leads out Chefier and Leicefter. 

And as the crime moft foul was not your own, 

To you my fons, Richard, John, and Harry, 

I here my pardon and forgivenefs grant ; 

But for that ambitious King of Scots, 

We hold him pris’ner, until he pay us 

Ten thoufand marks, for ranfom of his perfon. 

See therefore, that he be ftrictly guarded. 

Now we'll to Woodftock, take one laft farewel, 

Ere that my Rofamond be laid in earth ; 

Then crofs the feas for France, where, as I hear, 

They fain again wou’d feize on Normandy, 


And curb our lion’s glory. 
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{F from our Play returning to. your homes, 
Ye chance to read this {tory as ’tis writ; 

And find our Harry crofs.the feas for. France, 

Our Becket unto Rome for fuccour fly, 

Thence unto Louis’ court to meet his king; 

Where friends ye find, this haughty priett once 

more 

Invited home unto his dignities. 

When this ye read, do not your author blame ; 

He cou’d not bear ye on fwift lightning’s wing, 

O’er billowing feas, deferts and gay towns ; ; 

Or fhew within the compafs of one hour, 

The bufinefs of a twenty fummer’s courfe; 

Yet fhou’d ye frown, look back upon his Play, 

And let our Harry’s courage and {weet love, 

Forgivenefs beg for his o ’erleaping time. 

Our haughty and ambitious Becket too, 

Shall plead the lack of place: Yet after all, 

Shou’d any prefent ftill remain unkind, 

And carry with him to his nightly couch, 

The frown of difcontent ; O, fhou’d this be ; 

Then think how much the writer here hath toil’d 

To pleafe, and fhew in this our Harry’s reign, 

The pride and glory of our Englifh land, 

The unftain’d thunder of our regal lion ; 

No brow.fo. rough, but fure will firicoth at this, 

No frown,fo black, but will to fweetnefs turn, 

And bright as fun when burfting ‘from the Eaft, 

Drive night away. a why intreat ye thus P 

No more! no more! ‘ye {mile and look fo {weet, 

Y’ll to our young and ivembling author fay, 

Ye heard, ye {mil’d, and did applaud his: Play, 
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